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PEEFACE. 



Those of my Readers who are acquainted with 
the learned and elegant prolusions of Strada will 
readily see how far I am indebted to that erudite 
Classic, who, in the quality of Historian, Orator, 
and Poet, has so accurately, eloquently, and 
graphically described the explosion of the Turkish 
Galley. 



INTRODUCTION. 



EXTRACT FROM KNOLLE'S "HISTORY OF THE TURKS." 

"All this being now in readiness, and a most rojal 
galley of wonderful greatness and beauty, by the ap- 
pointment of Selymus, prepared for the great Bassa the 
general, he, together with Haly Bassa and the rest of 
the fleet, departed from Constantinople the six-and- 
twentieth of May, and at the Rhodes met with Fiall, as 
he had before appointed. The whole fleet at that time 
consisted of two hundred gallies, amongst whom were 
divers galliots and small men of war ; with divers other 
vessels prepared for the transportation of horses : with 
this fleet Mustapha kept on his course for Cyprus. 
They of the island in the mean time carefully attending 
the enemies' coming, from their watch-towers flrst dis- 
covered their fleet at the west end of the island, not 
far firom Paphos : from whence the Turks turning upon 
the right hand, and passing the promontory Curio, now 
called Del le Gate, landed divers of their men, who 
burnt and spoiled certain villages, and with such spoil 
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and prisoners as they had taken, returned again into the 
fleet; which, holding on their former course, came at 
length to a place called Salinae (from the abundance of 
salt there made), where they knew was best landing, 
and there in an open road came to an anchor, where the 
Bassas, without any resistance, upon a plain shore landed 
their army. 

" So having put all things in order, and well- viewed 
the country, and finding nothing that he need stand in 
doubt of, he set forward with his army towards Nicosia, 
which was about thirty miles distant, being the chiefest 
and richest city of all the island. There was not in the 
city any valiant or renowned captain, who, as the danger 
of the time required, should have taken upon him the 
charge : neither any strong army in the island to oppose 
against the enemy. The governor of the city was one 
Nicholaus Dandulus, a man too weak for so great a bur- 
then ; who, always brought up in civil affairs, was to 
seek how to defend a siege. This city of Nicosia 
standeth in the middest of the island, in a plain and 
champaign country, compassed round with a wall, as if 
it had been drawn with a compass, and is in circuit 
about five miles : for the manner of the situation, and 
magnificent buildings, as well public as private, many 
have compared it unto the beautiful city of Florence in 
Italy: and was, for the wholesome and commodious 
situation thereof, notably peopled. This city had 
the Venetians of late fortified with new walls, thick 
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rampiers, and eleven strong bulwarks, according to the 
manner of the fortifications of our time, and had raised 
three great fortresses for the defence of the wall, which 
they furnished with a strong garrison, great store of 
artillery, and other warlike provisions. Nevertheless, 
they found by experience in this war, that fortifications 
are strengthened by the defendants ; rather than the 
defendants by the fortifications." 

" Dandulus the governor, and Contarenus, the Bishop 
of Paphos, with the rest of the nobility, and the better 
sort of the citizens, had got themselves into the town- 
hall, and there stood upon their guard : unto whom 
Mustapha sent word that he would take them all to 
mercy, if they would without further resistance yield 
themselves. But while messengers run to and fro, the 
Turks violently broke in upon them and there slew them 
everv man.'* 

* « « « 4t 

" And because they would for their greater credit 
prepare some worthy present for their great lord and 
master Selymus, they fraughted a great gallion of Mahu- 
mates, the chief Bassas, and two other tall ships, with 
the richest of the spoil of Nicosia, and the choice of the 
prisoners there taken. But when they were ready to 
hoist sail and depart, as they were carrying out of the 
gallion certain barrels of gunpowder, which Mustapha 
the general had commanded, for his better provision, to 
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be landed, a noble gentlewoman, captive in the gallion, 
wishing rather to die with honour than to live dis- 
honoured, secretly fired the powder : by force whereof, 
the said gallion, with the other ships, were suddenly rent 
in pieces, and all that was therein, blown up into the air. 
Of all that were in those vessels, none escaped with life 
but the master of the gallion, and two Christian captives, 
but perished together with the rich spoil; but the 
Bassas, following their former resolution, departed from 
Cjrprus, and afterwards in safety arrived at Constan- 
tinople : where both then, and all the winter following, 
such preparation was making, as if Selymus had the next 
year proposed some far greater matter than the conquest 
of Cyprus." 



SUBSEQUENT MENTION OF MUSTAPHA BASSA. 

** He now lying at Erzirum, after many troubles 
abroad, was surprised, and almost overwhelmed with 
imexpected quarrels at home, many grievous complaints 
being made of him to Amurath, then Sultan, whereby 
he was induced afterwards to take him from his general- 
ship, and to call him to the court to give account of his 
actions, which seemed not to be done without cause, he' 
having before raised a great discontentment in the mind 
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of Amuratb, by sending sucli a strong power to the 
succour of Teflis : whereby he conjectured that the afiairs 
of Georgia were not in such security as Mustapha had 
abready informed him they were, and also generaUy 
offended the minds of the soldiers of his army, who, aU 
in an uproar, accused him of improvidency and prodi- 
gality, for that now this second year he had, with so 
much ado, gathered together such a number of soldiers, 
to the trouble of the whole empire, and infinite charge 
of their lord, and yet performed nothing worthy the 
glory of Amurath, or answerable to so great a charge." 

*' Now was the Persian ambassador with all due 
honour received at Constantinople, where he was most 
honourably entertained by the great Bassas of the court, 
but especiaUy by Mustapha, who, within two days after, 
suddenly died of a surfeit, taken of eating too much of 
musk melons, and immoderate drinking of zerbet (a kind 
of pleasant drink which the Turks use, made of water 
and sugar), but most men thought him to have poisoned 
himself, as fearing the former indignation of Amurath 
to be again inflamed by the new complaints of the Persian 
ambassador against him, for that he, in the time of his 
generalship, had dishonourably suppressed certain embas- 
sages sent from the Persian King, which he now fearing 
to be called in question for (the former storms as yet 
scarcely well appeased), made himself now away." 

'' Mustapha-Pacha, maitre de tout le plat pays de 
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rile fit, commencer le siege devant Nicosie, le 22 Juillet, 
et, pour intercepter toute communication entre cette 
place et Famagouste, il lui suffit de jeter un parti de 
cinq cents chevaux sur la route qui conduit de Time a 
I'autre. Son impatience pressait les travaux, multipliait 
les assauts, et essayait a-la-fois sur les assieges les me- 
naces et les moyens de corruption. Les historiens accu- 
sent le peu de fermete du commandant, et la discorde 
qui regnait entre les principaux officiers de la place. II 
est tres-ordinaire que, dans les occasions on il n*y a que 
le choix des malheurs, on se divise ; mais j*avoue que je 
ne vois pas trop ce que les defenseurs de Nicosie auraient 
pu faire de plus. Les Turcs passaient alors pour beau- 
coup plus habiles que les Chretiens dans Tart de Tattaque 
et de la defense des places. Les details que Thistorien 
Paruta donne sur ce siege font foi de cette superiorite. 

** Cependant, ce ne fut qu* apres un quatrieme assaut 
qu'ils penetrerent dans Nicosie ; les assieges avaient 
efiectue plusieurs sorties, et mis le desordre dans le 
camp. Ce fut dans une attaque nocturne que les postes 
furent surpris et egorges. Les Turcs trouverent dans 
Nicosie deux cent cinquante pieces de canon ; ils en 
briserent une, que les avait fort incommodes pendant le 
siege, et rassemblant les debris de quelques monuments, 
qui decoraient les environs de ^Nicosie, ils eleverent un 
tombeau de marbre precieux a Tofficier qui avait 
plante Tetendard Ottoman sur les remparts.*' 

Daru — " Histoire de la R6publique de Venise." 
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Cant0 dTtrift. 



THE SIEOE. 

Once more my spirit bursts her thraldom ! once 
Again inhales the atmosphere of light ! 
Oh ! how intolerable to the sons 
Of Song, boiling their blood to Frenzy's height, 
Must be the dungeon's dark and dreary night ; 
Such as, Ferrara, ere Thought's freeborn day, 
On Tasso fell with desolating blight : 
But come, sweet moon, melt Memory's griefs away, 
And with the muse inspire thy poet's first essay. 

B 



{ THE FOIL. 

I catch e'en yet the summer sunset's glow ! 
It sparkles o*er the summits of the grove ! 
List to the distant herd's lamenting low ! 
List to the serenading bird of love ! 
Charming the streams below, the stars above 
Mute in their half arrested course they steal, 
As if the magic of her song to prove : 
Twilight's soft sway all beings prostrate feel, 
Oh ! can it be in Man idolatry to kneel ? 



I. 

The sun is lingering o'er the clime 

Which Beauty's goddess deemed her own» 
O'er hills, from whose proud forehead Time 

Not yet hath snatched the unfading crown ; 
Nicosia glows in evening's hour. 

And Peace reposeth in her wall ; / 

Yet still on palace, hall, and tower, 

His eye prophetic seems to fall. 
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Why linger yet his parting rays 

Upon her splendours stretched beneath ? 
Why pauses he again to gaze, 

As those who watch the dart of death ? 
Beneath him glide, with flowing hair 

And flying feet, to music's strain, 
Soft Cyprian maids, forms light and fair, 

Fast flitting o'er the enamelled plain : 
Thrills the wild harp in Andrea's hand, 

The blithe Anacreon of his day ; 
With garlands crowned, by zephyrs fanned, 

He pours the sunny song away. 



II. 

Glide on, ye light feet, ye deep bosoms, rejoice ! Q) 
The peace of the spirit gives mirth to the voice ; 
Glide on, while the Gay God delighted looks down. 
And the myrtles of Venus beneath Jrou are strown. 

b2 
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Glide on, glowing forms, where the roses unite, 
On whose cheeks the warm red triumphs over the white, 
On whose hare hending necks the pale rival may reign. 
And hoth in a hlush kiss each other again. 

Those lips, full and red, like the lotus in hloom, (') 
Oh ! ne'er may the canker their colour consume ; 
Those eyes, like twin diamonds in ebony set. 
Oh I ne'er may their fringes with weeping be wet. 

Ye bright bounding tresses, disturbing the view. 
The glory of Woman whatever your hue ; 
If curling ye cluster, or floating ye fall. 
The Bard can find praises and lovers for all. 

Glide on, while the zephyr wafts sweets from the vine, 
While twilight is deep'ning the leaves of the pine : 
As homeward she wends her lone lover to greet. 
The turtle her olive branch drops at your feet. 
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Glide on, 'tis the hour of enchantment and feeling, 
See ! Hesper is beaming, and softness is stealing 
O'er Nature, while Eve, on the car of repose, 
Her curtain of peace round the hemisphere throws. 

Like a fond parent folding her babes to her breast, 
Our ramparts rise round you to hallow your rest ; 
And where 's the rude arm could bring ruin or wrong. 
On maidens so fair and on mothers so young ? 



III. 

Fond, flattering minstrel ! song nor dance 
Shall there invite that sun to-morrow ; 

The laughing lip, the loving glance. 

Shall speak in woe and stream in sorrow ! 

False as the lustre on the oak 

The moment ere the lightning flies, 
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Hovers o'er those dear heads the stroke 

Of Fate's unsparing destinies ; 
And, as the storm by silence nurst, 
That cloud in thunder soon shall burst. 



IV. 

Tis midnight! when obUvion steeps 

The giddy madness of the brain ; 
T is midnight ! and Nicosia sleeps, 

Unconscious of a tyrant's chain. 
Say, does the youthful mother deem 

Soon to be severed from her young ? 
Or the expectant Zella dream 

Her bridal hymn shall ne'er be sung ? 
No : Fancy o'er each bosom pours 

The unruffled tide of future joy : 
Dream on ! ere sweet delusion's flowers 

A stem reality destroy. 



THE SIEGE. 



V. 

A sound hath burst the Praetor*s ear — 

Why from his slumber does he start, 
And snatch the unbelted scymitar ? 
That sound electrifies his heart ! 
The thundering cannon storms the walls ! 
And hark ! the battered ruin falls ! 
And see ! upon the rampart gleams 
The waving Cresent ! ay, it seems 
The rival of the full-orbed beams ! 
Who shall stand forth, despising death. 
The fi^t, and prove a patriot's faith ? 
Filled with the honourable thought, 
Victory with life is cheaply bought ; 
Forth rushes from the awakened line. 
Armed with a ready carabine, 
A young adventurous Ilorentine. 
T is aimed — and may a lesson teach 
To yon proud mounter of the breach. 
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The first who reared of aU that clan 

The standard of the Ottoman ; 

'T is fired — where is the vaunter now ? 

His turban droopi^, his arm is low, 

His standard falls : — where is he ? See ! 

Reeling down conYtdsiyely 

From the shattered wall, where late 

He heralded approaching fate ; 

That report alone his knell, 

Senseless to the earth he fell. 

So upon her towering wing 

Falls the eagle quivering : 

Struck while pride her bosom swelled ; 

Struck while yet the prey she held. 

Falls he unrevenged ? ah, no ! 

Ball of death, and lingering blow, 

Bid fierce retaliation flow ; 

Havoc, haste, and wrath, and fear, 

Rage conflicting o*er his bier. 

*' Small the breach, although beset, 

Not a foot shall enter yet ; 
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Never shall the Crescent tower 

While throbs the heart of Jacque de Nores ? 

Up ! dreamers, up ! is life a stake 

Not worth a cast? awake ! awake !" 

The watchword echoes round the wall : 
Is it thunder drowns the call ? 
(Blue and star-begemmed the sky) 
O'er the rampart cast thine eye ? 
How answered that artillery ? 
Lo ! many a brave and hireling horde, 
Where fame or booty bared the sword, 
That unexpected fire beat back 
From glory's or from plunder's track. 
Yet on and on came rank on rank, 
Regardless o'er that human bank ; 
Cursed mound of mortal victories. 
Where thousands fall for one to rise. 
Thickens now the strife intense 
Round that wall's circumference : 
With a sterner, steadier din, 
Speaks the mighty heart within. 
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Let the Spahis onward press, 
Whilst each effort leaves them less ; 
Let them roll the tide of fate, 
Whilst the reflux drowns their hate. 
Oh ! have you seen a mocking sea 
Indignant burst upon the lea, 

Chafed by its shore's retort ? 
So foaming, raging, boiling, sprung, 
With steel in hand, with curse on tongue, 

The vassals of the Porte. 
Had Mahomet beheld the strife. 
The lavish recklessness of life 

His votaries displayed, 
Stirred had his soul on Aden's plain, 
To see that faith not taught in vain. 
Which made predestined every pain, 

And pointless every blade. 
Then rose the sun, and with his ray 
A thousand hands and hearts give way, 
Ten thousand firmer grow : 
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His blaze divides the mingled throng — 
'* Lo ! weak the Cross, the Crescent strong, 

And shall we spare them now ? 
I am a very Persian grown, 
And never, sun, thy blushes shone 

On warmer devotee !'* 
One blessing on the burning god 
That shewed Mustapha havoc's road, 
One bound, and in the city stood 
That turbaned Osmanlie. 



VI. 

Then down the massy walls were rent. 
Then headlong from the battlement 
(As the stone that propped him fell) 
Came the astounded sentinel. 
Fearful now the deadly crush, 
Madd'ning as they inward rush ; 
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Shriek and shout make echo reel, 
Flashes fire, and clashes steel, 

Whilst the cannon's hreath 
(Hotter now and deeper drawn) 
Hurries, as *tis onward borne. 

Whole hecatombs to death : 
And vented was that wrath by day. 
Which found by night a dubious way ; 
And treble was the vengeance given 
By slighted brand and scorned levin ; 
That unforgotten first repulse 
Had tended only to convulse, 
From settled hate to active ire. 
The Mussulmans* vindictive fire ; 
And tear more virulently wide 
The unclosing wound of injured pride. 
Theirs was the elemental wrath 
Opposed in its resistless path, 
Whose might, unchecked, had still prevailed ; 
But aggravated and assailed. 
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The outbreak of its bursting heart 
Bondage of adamant shall part, 
And hurl indignant from the wound 
The lava of its anger round. 



VII. 

A group within the palace stood 
Of noble name, but base in blood : — 
Was this the spot to meet thy foe, 
Inglorious crouching Pandolo ? 
Pent in thy hold, and thus to shim 
The Turk beneath thy native sun ? 
Did honor point to such a post, 
While on the walls thy slaughtered host 
Had fought and fallen in contest brief, 
Without a guide, without a chief ; 
And thou, who shouldst have headed all, 
Shrunk basely safe in royal hall ? 
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But treachery, treachery begot, 
And pity scarce deplores the lot 
That lighted on thy craven crown : 
No — to posterity go down — 
Tell all who read the poet's page, 
Thy transit from the human stage ; 
Tell them that midnight saw the foe 
Fell thy defenceless fortress low, 
Whilst thou didst to the touch respond 
Unarmed, unmoved, ungarrisoned ! 
Tell them, that when the startling call 
Burst on thy slumbering capital, 
Shrieks, shouts and groans, with all the jar 
That foUows in the train of war, 
No mother saw thee at her side, 
Battling with those who would divide 
Her bosom from her babe ; no maid 
In thee confessed a father's aid ; — 
Pause not, for though the mitred head 
Be by the temple sacred made. 
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And law forbids the holy hand 

To wield the Cain-created brand ; 

No saintly privilege to thee 

Belonged, whose godlike energy, 

If nobly roused, had proudly driven, 

Or proved at least thy faith in Heaven. — 

Oh I was it hope or fear that sent 

The foe, that base arbitrement ! 

His was the compromise of war, 

Where treachery is ever law : 

But what that treachery repaid ? 

The first capitulator's head ! 

And nations read, in thousands gored, 

What means a conqueror's plighted word. (*) 



VIII. 

Hark ! thunders not the culverin yet ? 
Bursts not the bomb, gleams not as wet 
Each sabre, as when first 't was set 
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In hostile blood at mom ? 
The affrighted sun shrinks back aghast, 
The skies re-echo with the blast, 
From hiU to hill the murmurs cast, 

The deepening peals return. 
With eye exulting o'er the wreck, 
And lowering wing, and hideous shriek. 
And talon clenched, and whetted beak. 

Impatient of the prey. 
The vulture nears : and nearer stOl, 
The jackals, howling from the hill, 
Upon the victim gorge their fill 

That yet reeks life away. 
Wild beast on the ruin fed. 
Wilder man the ruin made. 
Both the scene of ruin spread. 
Thus, while from the fatal tide 
Eye and thought must turn aside 
With a shuddering S3n(npathy. 
Stem Mustapha, where was he ? 
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Struck by steel ? no ! where's the sword 
Ever passed his ready ward ? 
Stunned by shpt ? no ! harmless sped 
Hundreds o'er his heedless head. 
By secret dagger was he prest ? 
Ask the stiletto in his vest ! 
Where was he, then ? shew me the spot 
Where 'mid the carnage he was not ; 
Yet every where so brief his pause, 
Who could determine were he wm ? 
Front and rear, and either wing, 
Saw him equal spirit bring. 
Where was he present ? who shall say ? 
His blade like lightning flashed away : 
Where was he absent ? on the ken 
His blade like lightning flashed again. 
By it no foes were seen to &U, 
Directing still the death of all ; 
Felt by each, beheld by none, 
Round his host he hurried on. 
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IX. 

As gleams a meteor through the night, 
Dispersing mists before its light, 
So, through the dun-disparting clouds, 
Whose fleeting gloom no longer shrouds 
The scimitar's and Crescent's sheen. 
Glares the foe-following Florentine : 
His eye is on Mustapha set, 
Glance to glance they instant met. 
** Foe to me, and all my line, 
Take this life or give me thine : 
Frown as thou wilt, we 're equal now, 
And I am as unchanged as thou : 
Frown as thou wilt, that same cold hue 
Of malice my poor father slew 
By Danube's side ; the same dark death 
Thou vow'dst for his successor's breath : 
Frown — and, as thou recall'st that time. 
Sink with the consciousness of crime ! 
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The blood of one to both belongs, 
And sues thee for our mutual wrongs." 

** Conscience be silenced and defied ! 
Let open charge be open tried !" 



X. 

Prepared to meet the accuser^s speed, 
Raised is his arm, and wheeled his steed ; 
Haughtier his foot in stirrup stands, 
Curled is his beard, and clenched his hands. 
Free the rein, and grasped the hilt, — 
Grasped ! His blood is on it spilt ! 
Another thrust his death were done — 
Why at such hour 's the Stranger gone ? 

XI. 

Well had he fled, — a furious horde 
Rushed to the rescue of their lord : 

c2 
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And curses followed on the wind 

To him such victim left behind. 

With cloven crest, and glaring eyes, 

Hurled from his horse, Mustapha lies ; 

And crimson streams from that deep gash 

Dyed red his turban as his sash : 

Yet despite wounds from recent strife, 

Fast ebbing vdth the tide of life. 

His visage shewed no yielding change. 

But brightened with a hoped revenge. 

Oft as in sobs he drew his breath. 

Escaped a stifled threat of death ; 

Oft would his hand his dagger clasp, 

As doubtM whether in his grasp ; 

Oft as the leech essayed to stanch 

The wound, he 'd start, and struggling wrench 

The bandage off, ashamed to shew 

Care for the thrust of such a foe : 

For others' pain he heaved no groan. 

As silently he bore his own. 
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XII. 

Till now, in city or on plain, 

His prowess ne'er had felt a stain : 

For from the hour Valetta gave 

That scornful answer to his slave (*) 

(As late with a beleaguering host 

He hovered round Melita's coast), 

His pique had rankled into hate 

E'en slaughter failed to satiate ; 

And by his scimitar he swore, 

Each who the christian signet wore. 

Should view it sheathless, while its point 

Could pierce each execrated joint : 

How true a Moslem keeps his faith, 

When vow of vengeance spares not breath 

Of fated foes, let Corinth tell. 

And rue the oath of infidel. 
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XIII. 

An outlawed character was he, 
And first drew breath in Hungary ; 
But spurred by fancied wrongs to crime. 
Ere yet existence touched her prime, 
Religion, country, friends had fled. 
And held (while held his post) his creed. 
The rancour he to Christians bore 
Well suited chief in Selim's power ; 
And never prince on vengeance bent 
Commanded fitter instrument : 
For pillage, policy, or blood, 
His look shewed equal promptitude. — 
So subtle, that his cheek defined 
But ill the purpose of his mind ; 
That eye, overshadowed by a frown. 
Bore low interrogation down ; 
Repulsive when serene, its fire 
Slept latent as in flint, till ire 
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Struck forth the sudden spark, — then fell 
Resentment, quick as bursting shell, 
Fierce, furious, irresistible ! 
Then — ^from the vulture tear her prey. 
Or the balked tiget's rage allay, 
Rouse hunted lion from his lair, 
Soothe the stung heart of cubless bear, 
Think the wild steed with threats to rein, 
Do all but cool Mustapha's vein ! 
How sure his broodmg vengeance feU, 
How deep, — Nicosia knows too well. — 
Nicosia, where, in ancient day, 
Chieftains of worth had held their sway. 
And storm had stood, and strife had quelled, 
And Freedom's name through ages held ; 
Then, had a foe assailed her wall. 
Not one had tamely seen her fall. 
But all avenged, or perished all : 
Here Peace, expelled from many a shore. 
Had thought her weary exile o'er. 
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And plumed her aching wings to rest 
Within an isle supremely blest ; 
Isle, whence, as fabled minstrels sang, 
The all-delighting Venus sprang ; (') 
Here her soft smiles and favours given, 
Earth tasted half a houri's heaven ; 
Here myrtle-bound she held her court, 
While native damsels learned to sport 
Around her throne, and catch each grace 
That glistened in her form and face : 
Nor blushed, divinity to shine 
'Mid mortals who were half divine ; 
Joined hand and voice, till sky and grove 
Beheld but Beauty, heard but Love. 



XIV. 

Forgive the Oriental's strain, 

That here a goddess stooped to reign : 
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Well might they boast her heavenly smile, 
And call the region Beauty's Isle ; 
Where could the bard-inspiring sun 
A brighter palace fix upon ? 
Still, still that spot glows fresh and fair, 
And Beauty's daughters yet are there ; 
As soft her gales, as blue her sky, 
As when each owned the witchery 
Of her delicious breath and eye. 
Not deeper purple tinged the waye 
Which, on her birth-mom, leaped to lave 
Her rising form, which sparkling shone 
And blushed to meet the ardent sun, 
Than dies her ocean now ; — and ne'er 
BoUed sweeter firagrance on the air, 
That in the Seasons' bosom bore 
The goddess to Cythera's shore, 
Than now, with every passing gale, 
These virgins of the sun inhale. 
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And can we gaze on hill and plain, 

Where everlasting summers reign ; 

On field and fountain, fruit and flower. 

Glowing, as in primeval hour. 

Beneath these beauty-bounded skies, n 

Fair as the infant paradise. 

Nor drop a sympathetic tear, 

That War should plant his footsteps here ? 

That marring man such scenes should spoil, 

And fertilize with blood the soil ? 

How long, thou tyrannising lord. 

Shall prostrate Nature feel thy sword ? 

Could not one spot thy heart engage, 

One country glut thy brutal rage ? 

Were not Armenian meads as fair 

As scent the Cyprian's envied air ? 

Could not those fields each gift supply 

For life, nay, sensuality, 

Richly as this devoted land, 

Yet smoking 'neath thy burning hand ? 
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Could flowery earth, nor sunny heaven, 
Nor genial mom, nor gorgeous even, 
Pamper thy taste, and lull to rest 
Ambition's hell within thy breast ; 
But,. restless still, thy angry brand 
Must desolation's waste extend ; 
And, still insatiate, overwhelm 
Nicosia, and Nicosia's realm? * 

There see the wreck thy rage hath wrought, 
The wreck by which ambition's bought, 
And, as thou viewst it, curse thy heart. 
That man should act the demon's part ! 



XV. 

Ambition ! 't was thy luring star 
Led on a Lucifer to war : 
The lesson, by Immortals taught, 
Aspiring Man too quickly caught ; 
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But like his arch-example found 
The Serpent's wisdom, — ^and his wound. 
Was not the guilty lust of sway 
The mammon of a Nimrod's day ? 
First human hunter of the earth, 
Whence Accad, Erech, Calneh's birth, (*) 
Dens of his desolating mind. 
Doomed to incarcerate his kind. 
What reared to heaven the impious stone 
Which downwards frowns on Babylon ? 
What over Asia's burning zone 
The fierce Bucephalus spurred on? 
Take yet the last notorious name 
That blackens history's sable stream, — 
The sphere-convulsing Corsican, 
Who wooed the fiend, and sunk the man ; 
One foot on Paris, one on Rome, 
Why strode he to that ice-bound home 
Where Winter (best ally) in sport. 
Proud Gallia ! cropped thy heroes short ? 
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But watch the flight of all who soared, 
From Europe's scourge to Hade's lord, 
Ambition lured ; but when their gaze, 
Enchanted, strained to meet her blaze, — 
She veiled her treacherous orb in night, 
And dashed them from their desperate height ; 
Or left them to a lingering fiite, 
Monarchs, without the power of state, 
For slaves to point the flnger at ! 



THIS FOIL, 
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As turns the eye to Time's primeval age, 
Ere sin and sorrow darkened Eden's plain, 
(Ungracious man's elysian heritage. 
The golden lot he ne'er may heir again, 
Till revelation fills the prophet's strain). 
How does it weep o'er batUes ! and with shame 
Reddens to read their sanguinary reign ! 
Weighing 'twixt earth and heaven their different claim. 
That what God dooms with Woe, man deifies with Fame. 
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I. 

Since yestermom upon thee shone, 
What change is thine, ill-fated Town ! 
But then thou stood'st the proud, the free, 
And Fortune all but worshipped thee : 
Where now is her deceitful smile 
Which lit thy glories for awhile ? 
Where the gay train, the glittering hall, 
The masque, the song, the carnival ? 
Holds not a foe thy sons in thrall ? 
Stalks not Mustapha round thy wall ? 
He does, he does, relentless chief ! 
For what e'er soothed that soul to grief? 
Could mercy's claim, or misery's cry. 
Melt him whose vow was cruelty ? 
Heart of a happy isle ! whose veins 
Once warmed those now deserted plains, 
And, back returning, on their wave, 
More riches than they borrowed gave ; 
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Made thee their mother and their mart, 

The reservoir and fount of art ; 

The Florence of the East (that spot 

Where all the Graces fixed their grot, 

Where the Promethean rivals' strife, (») 

Canvass and stone to inspire with life. 

Bequeathed art-honoured Italy 

A two-fold immortality) ; 

The Florence of the East, where rose 

The (iolumns of her Angelos ; 

Where from her walls once many a face 

Breathed with divine Urbino*s grace, — 

Fraught with such gems as might have vied 

With relics of Ausonian pride. 

As grand in form, as rich in dye, 

But lacked their Guardian Deity! 

Napoleon's avarice was there. 

Without the admiring soul to spare : 

He plundered, — ^but it was to advance 

The dawning genius of France ; 
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He plundered, — ^but a polished state 
Copied what it could ne'er create ; 
Sublimed its taste, and burned to inherit 
A spark of their designer's spirit : 
Till a whole nation, softer grown 
By gazing on the appealing stone, 
Felt and confessed the calm rebuke 
(Which from their lips of marble broke 
Upon the sacrilegious lust 
That tore them from their shrines) was just : 
And in her Louis* gentler reign 
Restored them to their weeping fane. 
He plundered, — and the God-like theft 
Were virtue, to the ruin left 
fiy Moslem hordes, whose fiery foot. 
Like Attila's, scorched every root ; 
Whose poisoning fingers could pollute, 
Worse than the touch of foidest brute, 
Each flower that Art and Nature gave, 
And suppliant Beauty kneeled to save, — ' 
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Cursed be that extirpating ire, 
Whose kindred element was fire ! 
Cursed be that savage soul which lent 
Their sons that fatal precedent ; 
Which, scourging first in earlier tlays, 
Robbed of a hundred ages* praise, 
Forms, mortal hands can ne'er recall 
Back to their broken pedestal ; 
Nor the rapt Parthenon's abodes 
Replenish with her household Grods ! 



II. 

The contest with the dying day 
Reposed, — and while the shattered prey 
His troops divide, each rarer prize 
Is left to greet the Bassa's eyes : 
Embroidered vests, with silver braced, 
Fair scarfs, by fairer fingers traced. 
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Girdles, with magic stars enrolled, 
And goblets of enchased gold ; 
And ponderous urns, of rude device, 
Remnants of ancient artifice. — 
Of all the spoil, he snatched the flower 
That decked Nicosia's festal hour ; 
The brave, the lovely, all, whose name 
Patrician loftiness coidd claim. — 
But with that dark and specious leaven, 
To AUa's hateful votaries given. 
His brow relaxes, and a smile 
Of artful pity strives awhile 
To struggle on that cheek of guile : 
.Pity, by threefold craft designed, 
The wavering soldiery to bind, 
That cheated conscience might be stilled, 
And his soul's malice lie concealed 
' Neath mercy's mask : — 

" My herald, there ! 
This favour to our captives bear." 
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The vassal came, and, as he heard. 

Proclaimed the mandate of his lord, — 

" Slaves, hearken ! when day's parting smiles 

Shall shower on yonder sea of isles, 

In sunder ye shall all be torn. 

And kiss your crucifix forlorn ! 

For 'tis the Bassa's high command 

At sunset that we bear firom land ; 

Yet, with that deep compassion fraught, 

Which our most Holy Prophet taught. 

He graciously descends to wait 

Til! evening ere ye separate : 

But with the sun's last level ray, 

Seen sparkling on the distant bay, 

The reign of mercy will be o'er : 

Away ! and hoard the precious hour." 

III. 

Oh what a tide of feelings gushed 
From every heart ! — oh how they rushed 
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Unconscious to and fro ! — what cries, 
What frantic, burning agonies, 
Called down the vengeance of the skies ! 
And there are hurried partings now, 
And the heart's pain is on each brow ; 
And friends, as they each other pass, 
Exchange the look of hopelessness ; 
And many a sad embrace is taken 
0*er those love never more shall waken. 
Here Beauty, in disordered charms. 
Hung panting on Affection's arms ; 
There, plunged in boding loneliness, 
Age seemed to anticipate distress : 
In every form grief draws from blood 
And passion wrings from pain, they stood. 



IV. 



But One there is, within whose eye 
(Albeit its lashes are not dry) 
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The indomitable spirit rears 

To check the vain descent of tears. 

That head no pale dejection bows, 

Round which the clustering auburn flows, 

And down, in many a dancing wreath, 

Half shades, half shews a form beneath 

That might have matched it with the maids' 

Who glanced through Eden's glorious shades. 

And lured, in young Creation's hour. 

The sons of heaven to earthly bower. 

No orient stone's presumptuous aid 

Confined those locks in cunning braid ; 

But curled by nature's careless hand, 

In graces art can ill-command : 

Disdaining visible grief to wear 

She stands, with that indifferent air 

Which constancy imparts alone 

To spirits of exalted tone. 

And thus to him who by her side 

Gazed on her, his affianced bride ; 
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Whose blade so lately oped a vein, 
Mustapha, from its fatal drain, 
Despaired would ever close again ; 
Whose voice first cheered the affrighted band 
His valour vivified ; whose hand 
Aimed the first tube, which did not err, 
That mom for Venice and for Her. — 
She spoke : 

" Oh ! never till this hour 
Felt I of wrongs the steeling power ; 
Nor deemed my daring eye could keep 
Its orb unmoved while others weep : 
But, love, the fount is known to thee 
Whence flows this seeming apathy. 
Well, didst thou know my gentle sire, 
Whom foe ne'er chafed to open ire ; 
Whose brain, not fortune's fellest hour 
Robbed of its overruling power. 
No, deep concerting, 't would create 
Vengeance more ample, though more late, 
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Than hot temerity would live 

(By its own ardour foiled) to give. — 

Yet, deem not mine a breast of steel, 

Though dimly shewn, I deeply feel; 

Feel to its boiling fount return 

The tumult none shall e*er discern ; 

Not always doth the.horizon wear 

The heaviest tint when storms are near ; 

Silence conceives the earthquake — so 

Let feigned submission foil our foe.*' 

** Stay, Zella, should thy proud resolve 

With others wreck thine own involve." 

"Still were it holier to expire 

On purity's funereal pyre, 

Than with a burning cheek be led 

A victim to a despot's bed." 

" Ah, think not, dearest, I would know 

Thy spirit's heaven less pure than now : 

Rather would I resign the prize 

Of manhood's bright expectancies 
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To the rash purpose thou hast planned, 
Than view thee with that Sister-band 
Of slaves, who wait the wild control 
Of Selim*s all-licentious soul : 
Thus art thou doomed, alas ! and I, 
Midst tortures of the rack to die : 
Thyself, perchance, mayst learn my fate 
Whilst listening at the Harem gate ; 
But yet the loneliest lot I shun 
Of h'ngering here when thou art gone. 
Thanks to yon taunting chief's decree 
For blending our captivity ; 
He, all unconscious, links our fate 
E'en in his studied sundering hate. 
Should I survive this omened night. 
Then joy him on the oversight ! 
But lo I the star we used to hail. 
Opes its sweet eye upon the vale. 
Dear orb ! and must thy tender light. 
So formed to soften and unite 
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All human hearts, be now the sign 
To bid those hearts all hope resign ? 
Grreat God ! I deem no mortal woe 

Ascends unpitied to thine ear ; 
Unseen no tears of sorrow flow, 

Unheard no groanings of despair. 
I ask not whence this gloomy hour, 

Nor mourn my all but frantic loss ; 
But o'er the unhallowed Crescent's power, 

Triumphant rear thy blessed Cross !'' 



V. 

They leave the port, and o'er the land 
Evening has closed her purple hand ; 
Expanding soon, the shivering sails 
Unfurl their half moons to the gales ; 
Swift speed the barques, the billows broke, 
Remurmur to the rowers' stroke ; 
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In whitening furrows foams the brine, 
While on the shore, in pensive line, 
The maddening mothers roam forlorn, 
And view their darling pledges borne 
Across the ruthless waves, nor know 
What prayers to offer as they go. 
Should they a prosperous course implore 
Through the dark Deep, the Thracian shore 
Might bear them to a tyrant's sway. 
And bondage chain their latest day ; — 
Yet could they pray for shipwreck's form. 
Terrific on the northern storm. 
To end their woes ; and that the wave 
Should to their children ope a grave ? 
Maternal fondness shuddered here, — 
That thought what mother's heart could bear ? . 
Distracted thus with mingled fears. 
Their supplications melt in tears : 
Their prayers suspended, sad and pale, 
Along the murmuring shores they pour the plaintive 
wail. (0 
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VI. 

Nor with less agonising shrieks, 

Despair from each far galley breaks ; 

The maiden's to the mother's cry 

Along the waters sends reply. — 

That ship, which, with sublimer sweep. 

Above the others swam the deep ; 

Which towered the proudest to the gales, 

And drew all aether in her sails ; 

By chance the plotting Zella bore, 

Of all the lovely slaves the loveliest flower. 

She, resolute, with tearless eye. 

Alone sustained her misery : 

Premeditating in her breast 

Some daring deed yet unexpressed ; 

Striving (herself with strength endued), 

Thus to infuse her fortitude. — 

" Dear, drooping sisters ! wherefore now 

Indulge this unavailing woe ? 
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Why beat the breast, and wring the hair, 

And sink untimely to despair ? 

In US no crime for vengeance calls, 

On innocence this thunder falls. 

Yes, when unmerited the doom, 

High spirits should endure, though gloom 

Around, foes near, and fate beneath, 

Were linked with torture and with death ! 

Myself (or the Divinity 

In which I trust deceiveth me) 

Am destined for an enterprise 

Shall make posterity arise. 

Which memory shall immortalize. 

Whatever the flame that in me bums 

It shall have scope, my spirit spurns 

This fettered frame — and pants to range 

At will, or perish in revenge ! 

All omens I obey : whatever 

The inciting spirit be I hear, 

*Tis great, 'tis glorious, nor will rest 

In idle words within my breast." 
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Thus raved the enthusiastic maid, 
Exulting in the approaching deed ; 
Yet raved unheard ; al&s ! despair 
Benumbed her comrades' heart and ear. 



VII. 

Deep in the ship's capacious womb« 

Where light ne'er penetrates the gloom ; 

Where molten globes, the balls of fate, 

Rest in conglomerated weight* ; 

Where sulphur, nitre, coal are blent. 

With fell and ominous intent — 

Which He, the Arch- Fiend, did first invent — (») 

Stands a fixed sentry : to her heart 

Suddenly fresh sensations start. 

And prompt these secret counsels : '*See, 

A glorious path to liberty ! 

Speak, my Divinity, this hand 

Shall execute thy dread command. 
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Though trembling nature plead ; though laws 

Of love and kindred bid me pause. 

Alas ! no other choice is given, 

To waft my chastity to heaven : 

None, none to keep my maiden fame, 

Than'ilames thus to consimie with flame. — 

What carnage shall I spread ! what strife ! 

What waste of inoffensive life ! 

Yet I will spread it : — wrongs inspire 

The deed, and I will fan the fire. 

And you, ye fiames, congenial end 

To all my agonies — defend — 

Receive me — and oh ! if 't is given, 

Enshrine me with the blest of heaven ; 

The while shall I be blest below, 

And praise from thousand lips shall flow, 

That I have conquered lawless lust. 

And buried it in burning dust ; 

Punished the punisher, and spoiled 

The spoiler, till old ocean boiled 
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In satiated vengeance ; till 

The shades of those who fought and fell 

For thee, Nicosia, shall rest 

In peace, at once revenged and blest !" 



VIII. 

Fate urges : fiercer in her might 
She rises, and abhors the light. 
With fearful haste, her eager hand 
Grasps with firm gripe the ignited brand ; 
Doubtful she stands, like those who shrink 
Back shuddering from destruction's brink : 
Doubtful — as one by frenzy driven 
Upon the verge of hell and heaven : 
Doubtful — away ! fresh firmness spurns 
SusDense, and all her bosom bums 
Anew. " Still pausest thou, my mind ? 
Hark ! on each spirit-stirring wind, 
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The murmurs of the mighty slain 
Incite thee ! shall they plead in vain ? 
No : perish with me every charm. 
But by the untainted Helen's arm, 
Be Cyprus fired, and Chastity 
At least be burned upon her sea." 



IX. 

Quick from the tempest of her hand 
Darts the red lightning of that brand ! 
Flashing from sea to sky, the blaze 
Flames instant. Horror and amaze 
Throb in each heart : nought can the sight 
Discern, but one vast cave of night, 
'Luming dim with livid light. 
Clouds of dun smoke, darkening her noon, 
Have turned to blood the affrighted moon ; 
The shattered ship in thunder shakes ; 
From stem to stern the explosion breaks ! 
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Disgorging floods of flame, she rides 

ConvulsiYe on her bursting sides. 

In splinters fly the masts — the shrouds 

Roll reddening in the sulphury clouds. 

Bursts that alarum on the ear, 

Like the last groaning of the sphere ; 

And gloomy Azrael,(*) as he flies, 

Faints Hell on the disordered skies. 

Not Etna, boiling in his ire, 

With cataracts of goaded fire, — 

While from his stormy breast he flings, 

Amidst infernal thunderings, 

The liquefacted rocks, and wars 

With wanton fires against the stars, — 

Jars harsher, or with wilder wrecks 

Than leap and luminate the decks. 

The shivered sails— the burning beams — 

Scorched corses — ^mangled limbs — the gleams 

Of smothered fire — the echoing roar 

Of ruin, which the whirlwind bore 
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Through the conflicting air — ring loud 
As thunderbolt that rends the cloud ; 
And to the sky delirious bound, 
In mingled and unearthly sound. 



X. 

Now might the trembling crews descry 
(Like meteors in a stormy sky), 
Huge fragments, by the rude divorce 
Of that explosive monster-force 
Asunder riven : still, in mid-air, 
Shedding a dim reflected glare, 
Hang pensile ; while in doubt they stay 
Which law of nature to obey ; 
Still fixed, as by a mighty chain, 
In even-poise the beams remain. 
Now, that preponderating force. 
Which holds creation in its course, 

E 2 
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At length prevails : descending slow, 

To mingle with the wreck below ; 

At first, as with a seeming heed, 

Then, with accelerated speed. 

Swift, and more swift, down, down they fall, 

And spread a ruin over all ! 

Crowding on deck, the seamen stand 

In anxious gaze ; each eye, each hand 

In silent agony is turned 

To where that floatiilg Etna burned : 

Its crown on sea, its base in heaven is hid. 

One vast, inverted, fiery pyramid ! 



XI. 



From ship to ship, a'thousand ways. 
Spreads the uncompromising blaze : 
The pitchy cordage, touched by fire 
(Like virgin heart by young Desire), 



THE GALLEY. 53 

Melt and consume ; till in one flame 

Involved, beyond the power to tame, 

Fiercer the infernal blazonry gains, 

And Vulcan glares with loosened reins ! 

Maddened by fate, some in the wave 

Precipitous, a watery graye 

Have sought — some fearful bide on deck — 

Some on the rifting slips of wreck 

Find a more lingering death — some cry 

For help. — Alas ! no help is nigh : . 
Ere from the distant shores that aid could come, 
The elements had sealed their long disputed doom. 

Float on the bosom of the main 

The last sad relics of the slain : 

Cyprus' fair treasures strew the waves, 

Perish enslavers with their slaves ; 

The victim's corpse, the victor's pride 

(Equal in death), now side by side, 

Roll darkly down the turbid tide. 
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XII. 

Upon the shore Mustapha stood, 
And long the burning ruin viewed : 
He viewed and cursed it — with a scowl 
That spoke his disappointed soul : 
And now, in idle rage, he tore 
His beard, and foaming trod the shore ; 
Now turned and paused, and turned again, 
And sullen gazed upon the main : 
That element, an hour before. 
The freight of promised glory bore. 
What bore it now ? his efforts foiled, 
Back on his baffled self recoiled 
The punishment— his pride was shorn : 
E'en now the blasting hand of scorn 
Seemed pointed at him, and his name 
A bye- word and the laugh of Fame. 
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XIII. 

Oh Fame ! what is thine envied breath : 
Whose frown is dreaded worse than death ? 
In every clime, through every age, 
Phantom ! thou 'st lit a quenchless rage : 
For thee the aspiring Warrior throws 
His reckless body on the foes ; 
Thankless for thee the Statesman dares 
By day, by night, corroding cares : — 
But can the slaughtered Warrior feel 
Thy charms upon the rending steel ? 
Or can thy breath the Statesman cure, 
When health and peace and life are o'er? 



XIV. 

A tumult harsh and undefined, 

Of jarring thoughts perplexed his mind : 
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And every feeling from its cell 
Seemed roused and ready to rebel. 
A dark collision, when the brain 
Is frantic, and we look in' vain 
Within, without, around, above, 
For peace, for pardon, or for love. 
When reason from the throne of sense 
Is hurled, or crushed by pangs intense : 
By pangs that pierce but will not part : 
The immortal tortures of the heart ! 
Reflection, like a viper, rears 
Its cursed form to taunt his fears, 
As on the past he bends to brood 
In gloomy, earth-turned attitude. 
Ambition, glory, favour, hate. 
With every charm that all create, 
One woman's arm could obviate ! 
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XV. 

And DOW the change stole on so soft, 
The scene from earth seemed borne aloft. 
O'er the bine skies, in mellow light. 
Beamed forth the lovely qneen of night: 
The stars in vying lustre shone 
Like goddesses around her throne 
(Save those who, nearest to her zone. 
Before her splendour veiled their own). 
Fair glowed the heavens ; calm the main 
Slept 'mid the magic of her reign ; 
And mirrored on its bosom lay 
The inverted skies : Bianco's bay 
No longer heard the dash of oar, 
But softly breathing kissed the shore ; 
The vessel had its anchor cast, 
The sea-bird slumbered on the mast ; 
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Stilled was the seaman's cry : the sail 
Had ceased to flutter in the gale ; 
Nature, in dumb and dreamy bliss, 
Reposed in moonlit loveliness. — 

But not the softness of the hour, 
That chained creation with its power. 
Could charm the soul of him, who now, 
With downcast look and furrowed brow, 
Gazed on the earth : his conscious eye 
Nor gazed, nor dared to gaze on high ; 
Else had the calm which met it there, 
Driven his full bosom to despair. 
For him, what rapture had each light. 
Whose spirit owned a cheerless night : 
Or what the silence of the deep, 
For him whose thoughts could never sleep ? 
'T was mockery — the midnight calm. 
Ungrateful, with its cooling balm 
Fanned his hot brow : he knew and felt 
Such scenes his stormy heart might melt ; 
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But could not heal — nor cheat his soul 
One moment of the fiend's control : 
He knew and felt that every glance 
He took, while in so sweet a trance, 
All seemed to lie, — but wilder made 
The fire that on his vitals preyed : 
Abrupt he turned him from the strand. 
And dark and silent sought his armed band. 



THE IFOIl 



*L30 



Canto criitrlr. 



THE SEQUEL. 

The world's fair garden withers when disease 
From the fond lover tears the affianced wife : 
Though dissolution come by slow degrees, 
The heart yet bleeds beneath the sundering knife. 
But oh ! if wrongs conspire to call on strife 
To deal destruction long before its time, 
Gone, gone for ever is the pride of life 
From him whose flower thus perished ere its prime. 
And Resignation's self bums to avenge the crime. 
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I. 

'Scaped from the wreck which yesternight 
Fired the Levant with fearful light, 
A stranger sought the Isle : his mien 
Told the late perils he had seen : 
Himself the all he could reclaim 
From wrath of hillow, blast, and flame. 
All eyes were on him bent : did he 
Dart back their eager scrutiny ? 
All pressed his tale, all ran to greet — 
Alas ! what silence must they meet : 
Of all those lips could speak, what word 
Would kindle joy in those that heard ? 
Had he outbraved yon boiling sea. 
But to rehearse his misery ? 
Was it to wring the friendly hand, 
In ashes thus he sought the strand ? 
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No— o*er the affections of that soul 

Would that oblivion now might roll ! 

Look backward on that strifeful stream ; 

There sank his hopes — and he with them 

Had fallen, but that an hoped revenge 

Had taught him Fate's decree to change : 

Revenge on the accursed head 

Of him who all this wreck had made ; 

Revenge on him who tore apart 

The ties that fastened heart to heart. 

The girl he loved, but could not save, 

Untainted slept beneath that wave : 

The thoughts of her — the memory 

Of Zella's fondness could not die. 

Though lost to him eternally ! 

He stood within his father's halls — 

Where was the spirit of its walls ? 

He sought the well-known grove — but where 

Was she who oft had met him there ? 

Nicosia, sad and desolate, 

Seemed moximing for her daughter's fate : 
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And could he mourn, and still restrain 
The bursting heart, and burning brain, 
And blighted eye ? Till latest breath 
ThiU Stranger lives to deeds of death ! 



II. 

Lepanto's dreadful day was o'er, Q) 
Mustapha was a chief no more : 
The waves of victory, which long 
Had borne him strongest of the strong. 
Now faithless ebbed, and on the strand 
Left him a living wreck to stand. 
Defeated — he foresees the wrath, 
And high resent of Amurath : 
'Whelmed by the shock, around his mind 
Fears in their serpent labyrinth wind ; 
For rumour's poison was conveyed 
To Stamboul — ^he his cause betrayed : 
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Nor here alone — ^he had assured 

The Sultan, Georgia stood secxired 

(But succours late to Tefflis sped, 

To clos9 and clear suspicion led) : 

That, with a dark and foul intent, 

The embassies from Persia sent 

Had been suppressed : from his command 

Displaced, he 's summoned hence, to stand 

At court the arraignment to defend. 



III. 

He read the charge of his defame : 
Why do those cheeks flush crimson shame ? 
Wherefore that cowering glance — that pause- 
That broken step — what demon gnaws 
Within ? why are those lips compressed 
To stifle what is still confessed ? 
Why from his trembling fingers faU 
Those libels ? Conscience blazoneth all ! 
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IV. 

He fled, and *mid the isles that lie. 

Gemmed in iSgea's liquid sky, 

Sought Fortune with those desperate bands 

Whose mart *s the main, whose coin their brands ; 

As if that turbulence, which late 

Had fulmined o'er each Christian state. 

Though banished from a wider sphere 

Of crime, would rage revengeM here. 

But many tongues were heard to say 
That violence cut short his day ; 
And many hearts the tale received, — 
But what is wished is soon believed. 



« 



V. 

'Tis mom, and o'er the sparkling main, 
Life, light, and grandeur walk again ; 
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Fresh o'er its bosom sweeps the gale, 
Fleet on its passage skims the sail : 
Lo ! from Di Croce's hills the sun, 
Ascending, gladness showers upon 
The isles, which late his laughing beam 
Awoke from safety's tranquil dream. 
He drinks the dew from every flower 
That scents or shades the Paphian bower ; 
As Love was wont, in fabled years, 
From Beauty's eye to kiss the tears. 
Darts through the cedar-umbered wood 
The splendour of the all-cheering flood ; 
Sparkle the lakes, in rude display 
Trees wave in worship to the day ; 
Glittering and gladdening spreads the glow. 
And colouring with the sun, below. 
Creation, with her thousand things 
From earth, and sea, and isle (her varied canvass), springs. 
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VI. 

A barque is dancing on the tide 
That bathes Salinas's briny side ; 
Like a proud steed, in armour drest, 
Panting to scour the ocean's breast. — 
Despairing to redeem the vow, 
Hate never had resigned tiD now ; 
With ready tempers in his band, 
The Florentine had sought the strand : 
With nought on which his eye and brain 
Might gaze or ponder but in pain. 
Scathed in his fortunes and his heart. 
Severed from life's dear counterpart ; 
Taken — disarmed — upon the deep 
Borne captive — from a feverish sleep 
Hurled in sulphureous thunder — down, 
Struck headlong — half-burnt bodies strown 
; F 3 



A 
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Around him — sinking — rising — ^at length, 

By the soul'^s nerre and right arm*s strength, 

Surmounting all — to live to wreak 

That vengeance 't were now vain to seek. 

ThoughtM he paused — ^but not as one 

By wayward circumstance undone ; 

But as in mastery of his state : 

The bowl had foiled him in the fate 

Of his hereditary foe, — 

Falsely did rumour speak or true ? 

His heart was mild, but wrong on wrong 

Inflame the breast, incite the tongue ; 

Nor marvel, if a murdered sire, 

And maid who sought a death of fire, 

Heated the current of his blood, 

And bade him grasp at ill for good. 

The noblest spirits that adorn 

Hmnanity, are oft outworn 

Of all their gentle blood, when Fate's 

Rough hand too sternly desolates. 
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The Pebble's hardy breast will bear 

The sapping drop's continual fall ; 
And though the liquid siege may wear, 

It shall not break the flinty ball : 
Ceaseless, if gradual, may descend 

Thus on the Mind all worldly ill ; 
May chill its hopes, its buoyancy bend. 

But the stormed heart endureth stUl : 
By sudden stroke are both o'erthrown. 
Shocks craze the soul and crush the stone. 



VII. 

Not all ungenerous, nor all hate : 
A foeman he could venerate. 
Who, open, in the eyes of day, 
With justice marked his crimson way ; 
But the cursed tyrant, who but drew 
His sword for empire ; who could view 
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No province not his own ; whose grasp 

Made innocence expiring gasp ; 

Who the heart's own, with withering stroke, 

Swept off remorseless, and awoke 

The withering thought in those that lived 

Of the bleak desert they survived ; 

Who in ambition's damned hour 

Stamped ruin on a guiltless shore ; 

Must answer, or alive or .dead. 

For all the crime to which he led ! 



VIII. 

The barque received his angry bound : 
How fresh the waters break around ! 
Ah ! little in accord their play 
With Him who, on this bitter day, 
An exile, tracks their laughing way. 
Now fixed in counsel with his friends, 
And now in meditation bends 
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That figure o*er the side ; he starts — 
What posture to o'er-tortured hearts 
Is ease ? what thought a single place 
Long charmeth ? oh ! it will retrace 
Each step, nor finds its tumult less, 
And ferment in its restlessness. 



IX. 

Some peril of a worthy grave 
Perchance distracted Venice gave. 
*' Land of my heart ! at length to waste 
These arms for thee were worth the past. 
To quench sedition's impious torch, 
Upreared by faction's hand, to scorch 
The garb that guards the common weal, 
Would sanctify a murderer's steel. 
Oh ! that this hand, strung by this heart 
To act revenge's deadliest part. 
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If e'er within its circle came 
The wretch who made me what I am, — 
But he is nothing : yonder wave 
May track its fellow to the grave ; 
But when it breaks upon the shore 
Self-split, pursuit and hate are o'er. 

He lives not 

Hath a cunning lie 
Deceived my weak credulity ? 
Still breathe I ? doth my straining glance 
Betray each other pelding sense ? 
What blood-red streamer courts the sun ? 
What murderous vessel fires her gim ? 
What bearded Pirate guides her prow ? 
Whose cutlass flames ? 't is Thou ! 't is Thou !" 



Roused from his torpor into life, 

Up sprung that Stranger armed for strife ; 
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Thrilled through his men their chieftain's tone, 
Hearts leaped, guns dared, and sabres shone. 



XI. 

Nor less that simultaneous yell 
The Corsair's preparation tell ; 
And soon the advancing schooner shews 
Her challenged captain to his foes. — 
The silken skull-cap's yellow glow 
Wreathed in rich circle round his brow ; 
Above his untanned boots arose 
The Western Islands' slender hose ; 
The gold-embroidered vest ; the blade 
With lavish diamonds inlaid, 
More by its brandish than its gems 
The main-marauding Chief proclaims. 
Bright from a velvet jacket, flung 
O'er his broad shoulders, pendent hung 
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Buttons, resplendent as appear 
On the Levantine mariner ; 
His open shirt, whose chequered hue 
Was snowy white and heavenly blue, 
Waved in the breeze, as proud to rear 
0*er the red girdle of Cashmere, 
Where secret pistols found a sheath, 
And lurked the assassin blade of death. 



XII. 

As when a cloud a cloud assails. 

Dashed by the storm's colliding gales. 

And thunder-charged explodes its ire 

Instinctive with the electric fire ; 

So with that signal o*er the brine 

On gallion rushed the brigadine : 

In levelled tier the volleying shot. 

From either reeling side came hot ; 

They near— they board— through blood and smoke 

Retreating, staggering from that stroke ; 
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With vision blasted at the sight, 

And form struck nerveless for the fight ; 

His red sash rent, he backward bent, 

Like one by lengthened toil o'erspent : 

Muttering the menace of despair, 

Mustapha falls in the Corsair ! 

** God of the Koran, do I see 

That Christian cur again ? is he " 

*' Aye, doubt it not, accursed fiend ! 
Oh ! that this hour might never end I 
T is he, whose arm yon boiling sea 
Fired but to launch its wrdth on thee. 
Take, hoary renegade, the death 
That long hath gnawed my sabre's sheath : 
Perish, and on thy Prophet call ; 
Ten thousand Mahomets thy fall 
Should never stay." The hovering blade — 
What Angel hath its course delayed ? 
Can he who wields its fate forgive. 
And bid life's adversary live ? 
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XIII. 



*' Mustapha, had we met before, 
Our mortal parting now were o*er : 
But " 



" Nay ! to thee I had not given 
This pause to make thy peace with Heaven." 

" Nor I to thee, if days gone by 
Had brought thy form before my eye ; 
When the hot sense of injured right 
Goaded me on through that dread night 
Of flame : oh ! had I met thee then, 
Though with a thousand in thy train. 
This hand had, with a withering frown, 
To annihilation struck thee down ! 
I 've tracked thee, as the arctic bear 
Pursues the robber of her care." 
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*' Then like the arctic beax repay, 
Her fury maddens by delay : 
Strike now ! nor let thy arm retract 
Its retribution in mid-act ; 
Foe cannot give to foe a death 
More torturing than a pardoned breath ; 
Strike ! for my heart from earliest youth 
Was hostile to the cause of truth ; 
Strike ! for thy sect first raised the spleen 
That filled with crimes my mortal scene." — 



" Pirate or Paynim, or whatever 
Faith makes familiar to thine ear ; 
Though Justice to the human view, 
Her balance life for life holds due ; 
A Higher Power restrained my arm, 
When every vein with vows was warm : 
I feel that power restrains it stUl, 
And paralyzes half my will." 
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" Then palsied ever let it be, 
And cursed its lingering apathy ! 
Sudden despatch, or quick forgive, 
I care not if I die or live ; 
As vague mj hopes, as vain my fears, 
Whichever world my presence shares : 
Hurled hence — 't is exctacy to know 
Thou shalt not gaze upon my woe 
(For that forbidden feast, thank Heaven ! 
Sole privilege of the unforgiven). 
If pardoned — why I bound again 
O'er my wide heritage, the main. 
Till my last fortime bring a foe, 
Less softly merciful than thou." 



" Pause ! ere thy foolish tongue augment 
Thy soul's redeemless punishment : 
Who feigns to scorn a future sphere, 
Is half unfit to linger here ; 
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Vows ne'er to change, disdains to pray. 

And sneers eternity away ! 

Taunts cannot touch an angry chord, 

When Christian mercy sheathes the sword ; 

Vengeance nor ire divide that soul, 

Where Christian pity claims the whole. 

Not by thy Prophet's curse of terror 

Seek I to snatch thy soul from error ; 

Not by his sensual Paradise 

Dazzle I thy deluded eyes ; 

Nor vouch a passport to those lands 

From death by unbelieving hands ; 

But in the long-forbearing tone 

Of God's own immolated Son." 



** Another creed wouldst have me learn ? 
To be, like all the rest, in turn 
Renounced ? again thus see me fall, 
And bid me perjured stand for all ? 



80 THE FOIL. 

Oh fie upon thy mercy ! fie ! 

If this he Christian charity. 

Hear me — I was an orphan child, 

Left young to shape my courses wild : 

Unknown to me my father's faith, 

If heretic's or martyr's death ; 

Unknown what hroke my mother's heart, 

Bidd'n from her hoy so soon to part ; 

With few to cheer, with none to hlame, 

Indifierent into life I came : 

Void of all motive save my will, 

Till chance first taught my hand to kill ; 

And rage in hattle's stormy air 

Like one who had no kinsman there. — 

Insatiate, restless, unappalled, 

I rushed where hope or anger called ; 

Brandished for him my ready sword. 

Who for its work could hest afford : 

And yet so sensitive of wrong, 

No recompense insured me long : 
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A glance of doubt, a word of blame 

(Though from my temporal lord it came), 

Transferred me &om his veriest slave, 

His evil genius to the grave. 

Yet was it not the station lost, 

But dread of shame, — that soured me most ;' 

For while I ate my hireling bread, 

I felt my soul dishonoured ; 

And seemed, by others scrutinized. 

The mean thing I myself despised. 

My frame in grief, my blade in blood, 

Baptised, I rolled on like the flood, 

Which, downward dashing through the scene, 

Spares nought that dares to intervene ; 

Bristles its angry crest whene'er 

Rocks rise to ruffle its career ; 

Augments in speed, foments in Are, 

With impetus that cannot tire, 

Till gained the precipice's brow — 

And where 's the arm can curb it now ?" 
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** That which at Mercy's waning hour 
From wrath the malefactor tore : 
Who, with expiring faith, implored 
Remembrance of the murdered Lord, 
When Paradbe should see again 
The ascending Mediator's reign. 
To thine, as to that Felon's prayer. 
Is ope Heaven's unrejecting ear. 
'Mid all the creeds pride, pique, or place 
Bade thine inconstant heart embrace, 
Oh I wonder not it yet hath found 
None that has smoothed life's rugged round ! 
None, needle-like, that scorned each blast, 
And heavenward pointed to the last. 
In vain the wanderer stoops to slake 
His thirst within the briny lake ; 
In vain the rage he seeks to cure 
From other streams, as that impure ; 
Through all the desert let him roam, 
The flame consuming, shall consume 
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More vitally while tortured thus, 
And feel the fate of Tantalus : 
Till the fresh flowing fount repay, 
Thirst, disappointment, and delay." 



'* Paint not to my disturbed soul, 
Nor Heaven so fair, nor Hell so foul : 
That smiles for me in vain — but this 
Yawns yelling from her black abyss ! 
I stand on that delirious brink — 
And spite of all thy love must sink : 
Urge me, my guilty sinews, urge 1 
Now, headlong from its dizzy verge, 
I fall as falls the cataract surge I 
Down, down the gulf I hasten fast — 
Now, Christian, there 's my dagger's cast, 

s 

And there its victory at last ! ! 



o2 



84 THE FOIL. 



XIV. 

The ready knife within his vest 
Flashed at that moment to his hreast : 
Ere strength could stay, or care dissuade, 
He plunged the suicidal blade ; 
Prepared as ever to defy, 
And doff or don hypocrisy. 
Then rolled his eyes, and reeled his brain, 
Her empire ne*er to light again ; 
A moment every feature glared, 
And all his frame the frenzy shared, 
Life leaped convulsive &om each limb. 
Then fled — and earth is nought to him. 



XV. 

From his heart the blood is heaving. 

Fiery in its final course : 
Hate in death the visage leaving 

Stamped with more than vital force. 
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He died — ^nor from his lips a sound 
FeU, Nature's agonies reyeaJing ; 

Sullen and silent through the wound, 

Ebbed life's last tide and mortal feeling. 

So falls the fox, when in his track 

Fierce on him fly the yelling pack : 

Though to his very vitals torn, 

He dies with uncomplaining scorn, (f) 



XVI. 

Still o'er the features, fixed in strife, 
You traced the passions of his life : — 
The sternly knitted brow, which took 
From death's cold seal a sterner look ; 
The lip's contemptuous curl, which ill 
The parted spirit strove to quell ; 
These, — ^like the rock by lightning rent. 
Left but each harsher lineament ; 
And there he lies — far, far away 
From hands would sanctify his clay ! 
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An outlaw from two countries fled, 
Each earth refuses him a bed ; 
Withdrawn ignobly from the sphere. 
Doom of his treachery to hear, 
Or boldly to confront and clear ; 
Zealot, Apostate in each creed, 
As passion, profit, pique had need ; 
Hungarian — Moslem — Pirate ; — ^now 
Renounced by all — to all untrue — 
Doomed to the unceremonious wave 

For the last service of a grave ! 

* • • « « 



XVII. 

Along the Adriatic shore, 

A thousand lamps their lustre pour ; 

Upon the Adriatic tide. 

The gondolas in thousands ride ; 
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And music, mirth, and mummery fly 
Through the gay dime of Italy : 
All full of life— the Night alone 
Wore aspect like our Wanderer's own : 
For the surge was rough, and the gale was rude, 
And the clouds rolled on in a stormy mood ; 
While here and there the hroad hlue skies 
For a moment opened their hriUiant eyes, 
Which seemed to have brighter grown since last 
The burnishing breeze across them passed. 
Thus man and nature ruled the hour 
With a strangely varied power : 
And nearing now, where smiling shone 
Fair Venice on her island throne. 
The challenged chaunt of Grondolier 
Broke welcome on our Wanderer's ear ; 
The serenade of soft guitar 
Was heard ; while revelry afar 
Rung Folly through the deep, and all 
Ran riot 'mid the Carnival. 



88 TH£ FOIL. 

But sounds and scenes, once sweet and dear, 
Seem saddened when the heart grows drear ; 
And as that widowed Eastern Dame 
Springs on her husband's faneral flame ; 
So leaped upon his loye-Iost shore, 
Cassio, the comrade of the noble 'Moor. 



Last of the lays of youth ! 't is hard to take 
Of gay romance and poesy farewell ; 

'T is hard to ponder, I no more may wake 
The winning warblings of the fabled shell : 
'Tis hard to/eeZ, 't is hard to break the spell 

That binds my spirit with time-tempered chain ; 
Yet though the inspiring angel should rebel, 

To see her lyre thus rudely snapped in twain, — 
Still — still I dare not tempt her sorcery again ! 



NOTES TO CANTO FIRST. 



Note 1. 
Olide on, ye light feet, ye deep bosoms r(joioe ! 

" A favourite epithet with the Greek poets, lyrical, epic, and dramatic, 
is deep-bosomed. Mr. Moore, in one of his notes on Anacreon, says, that 
it literally means fvllbosomed ; but surely it literally means what it 
literally says. Full-bosomed idghi imply a luxuriance every way. Deep- 
bosomed is spoken in one of those poetical feelings of contrast, which 
imply rather a dislike of the reverse quality, than an extravagant demand 
of the one which is praised. If it is to be understood more literally, 
still the taste is to be vindicated. A Greek meant to say, that he admired 
a chest truly feminine. It is to be concluded, that he also demanded 
one left to its natural state, as it appeared among the healthiest and love- 
liest of his countrywomen; neither compressed as it was by the fine 
ladies, nor divided and divorced in that excessive manner, which some 
have accounted beautiful.* It was certainly nothing contradictory to 
grace and activity which he demanded : — 

* Crown me, then, I 'U play the lyre, 
Bacchus, underneath thy shade : 
Heap me, heap me, higher and higher, 
And 1 11 lead a dance of fire. 

With a_dark deep-bosomed maid.' " 

AxACKVOH, Ode 5. 
" Leigh Hunt's London Journal," No. 68, p. 138. 

* See an epigram in the Greek Authology, beginning — 

** EKfxavet X6<^9 f*? poioicpva, iroiKiXofjivda,** 
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NoT> 2. 

Those lips fuU and red like the lotus in bloom. 
" Him whose lips are like a red lotns in Aill bloom." 

AatlTlC RBSBjiKOHXI, Vol. III., p. 392. 

Non S. 

And nations read in thousands goredy 
What means a conqueror's plighted word ! 
" The governor, the magistrates, the archbishops, with a few of the 
distracted inhabitants, took refuge in the palace : there, to save their lives, 
they capitulated ; but, as soon as the doors were thrown open, the con- 
queror violated his promise, the massacre re-commenced, and twenty 
thousand inhabitants of the capital perished by the sword." 

KlfOLZ.B'8 HmOKT OF THB TUUU. 
NOTBl. 

For from the hour Valetta gave 
7%it scornful answer to his slave. 

" In the meantime, Mustapha, the Turks* general, sent a messenger to 
Valetta, and with him an old Spanish captain, with promise of liberty, if 
he would go with his messenger to the town to talk with Valetta, con- 
cerning the yielding up thereof. VTho, coming to the town, the Turk 
still waiting at the gate, the Christian was let in, and brought to the 
Great Master, to whom he declared what he had in chaige from the 
Bassa. But as soon as Valetta heard of the name of yielding, he was so 
filled with indignation, that had he not been a Christian, he would pre- 
sently have commanded him to have been hanged. Wherefore he gave 
him choice either to tany still in the town, if he thought so good, or else 
forthwith to return, and tell his companion, that if he got him not quickly 
packing, he would send him furtho* off with a great shot 

"With this short answer the Turk suddenly retuhied to the camp. 

Whereupon, Mustapha fell into such a rage, that openly he protested, 

never from that to forbear any kind of cruelty against the Christians." 

KiroLU'i HxtToxT or tbb Turks. 
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Nora 5. 

The aU-delighting Veruu sprang. 

" Divumqae, luuninumque volaptas." 

Lvoainvs. 

" The Btatae that enchants the world." 

Tkokioit. 

NOTB 6. 

WTience Aeeady Erech, Calneh's birth ! 

" Nimrod, or Nembrod, son of Cash, a migh^ hunter before the Lord : 
Gen. X., 8, 9. He began to monopolize power on the earth,* and gave 
occasion to the proverb, ' Like Nimrod, the great hnnter before the Lord.' 
His hunting was not only of wild .beasts, but also to subdue men, or 
reduce diem under his dominion. Ezekiel zzxii., 80, gives the name of 
hunters to all tyrants. The foundation of the empire of Nimrod was at 
Babylon ; and, very probably, he was among the most eager undertakers 
of the Tower of Babel, and he built Babylon at, or near, that famous 
tower. From thence he extended his dominion over the neighbouring 
countries, and Erech, Accad, and Calneh in Shinar." 

CAUurr. 



NOTES TO CANTO SECOND. 



Non 1. 
Where the Promethean Bivale strife. 
Raffael and Michael Angdo. 

NOTB 2. 

Along the murmuring thores they pour the plaintive wail. 
" Bi; d' OKecdv irapa Otva vo\v^\onrfioio 6a\a(r<rrj^. 



HOWK. 



Non 3. 
Which He, the Areh-Fiendy did first invent. 

Ariosto, in his Orlando Furioso ; Spenser, in his Faerie Queene ; and 
Milton, in his Paradise Lost ; have attributed the invention of gunpowder f 

to the Devil. ' 

Non 1. i 

And gloomy Axrael as he flies. 
Paints HeU on the disordered skies. 

" The Mahometans, after their manner, relate the creation of Adam and 
Eve, their fall, and that of the angels. God, they say, by rains of long 
continuance, prepared the slime of the earth, out of which to form the body 
of Adam ; after this, he sent the angel Gabriel, and commanded him to 
take out of seven layers of eaith of each a handful. Gabriel obeyed, 
declared to the earth what orders he had received from God, and withal, 
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mentioned that the Lord had determined to extract that out of her entrails 
with which he proposed to form man, who was to be the monarch over 
her, and God's vicegerent The earth, amazed at this proposition, desired 
Gabriel to represent her fears to God that this creature, whom he designed 
to form out of her bosom, would one day rebel against him, and draw 
down his curse upon her. Gabriel returned, and made a report to God of 
the earth's remonstrances ; but God, resolving to execute his design, dis- 
patched Michael, and afterwards Asraphel, with the same commission. 
These two angels returned in like manner to report the earth's excuses, 
and absolute refusal to contribute to this work. Last of all, the Lord 
deputed Azrael, who, without saying anyhing to the earth, or asking any 
questions, took hastily, and carried off by force, seven handfuls of seven 
different beds or layers out of the mass belongii^ to her, which he carried 
to a place in Arabia, lying between Mecca and Taief. Azrael, as a reward 
of this action, received a commission from God to separate the souls of 
men from their bodies; for which reason he is called the Angel of Death." 

Tide Terrestrial Paradise and Adam's Language, &c. Ac— Calxit's Dictionakt, Tol. I. 

Note 5. 

With wanton Jiret against the stars. 

" AttoUitque globos flammarum, et sidera lambit." 

Vi&o. JEnzii>o*, Lib. S, c. 574. 



NOTES TO CANTO THIRD. 



Non 1. 
Lepanto's dreadful day was o'er. 

The battle of Lepanto, in which Mostapha and the Turka were worsted 
with BO tremendona a loaa, waa fon§^t in the year following the capture of 
Nicoaia. 

Notb3. 
Expiret wUh uncomplaining §eom. 

" Who aaw the Tillain seized, and dying hard, 

Without complaint, though by an hundred mouths 

Relentless torn." 

THomox'i AvTVxir. 
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] 
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"THE LONGING, LINGERING LOOK BEHIND." 

Gray. 

Beneath the conscious moon to muse 

O'er all the happy moments flown, 
Till the fond eye of Memory views 

Again the pleasures once our own ; 
To greet the vanished scenes of youth, 

The hopes, the raptures and the dreams 
That cling to those dear days of truth. 

Those sweetly, swiftly flowing streams ; 
Awhile to breathe, to live, to move 

Amid the joys of earlier hours — 
(How changed from those which now we feel. 

Bright moms, whose evenings set in showers !) — 

H 
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Oh this is sweet ! though to the eye 

Rush the warm tear ; though from the breast 
Heave the inseparable sigh : 

Alas ! the sigh, the tear attest 
In speechless eloquence, the spell 

That draws the soul from all that now 
Remains, to things whose beings dwell 

Only in recollection's glow. 
Ah ! could the future but insure 

Half the delights which gild the pcLsty 
Who would regret the vanished hour, 

Or sighs upon a shadow waste ? 
" Hence, Memory, hence ! for what to me " 

Art thou and thy departed days ? 
Are there not pleasures yet to be : 

Shall not to-morrow dim your rays ? 
ShaU not, all-beautiful, the moon, 

The stars, the far-iUumined main. 
All I have loved and cherished — soon 

Leap greeting to my soul again ? " 
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Fond, foolish boast ! futurity 

Lies hid in Fate's unshaken urn ! 

'Tis this which leads the lingering eye 
To hours that never may return ! 



CONSTANCY. 

Should Fate snatch the maid I adore from my arms, 
And leave my lone spirit to brood o*er its pain ; 

No girl that remained could inherit the charms 

That would win me to own the dear secret again. 

For deep as the star is in Ether impressed, 

And warm as the sun strikes the tropical plain ; 

So deeply her image is stamped in my breast, 
So warmly I love, but could ne*er love again* 

H 2 
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Oh ye, who have lost the fond form where ye centred 
The flower of your feelings, the fruit of your brain ; 

Oh say while she lived if the rapture that entered 
Your soul, when she died ever entered again ! 

To the soft plaining turtle, bereft of her mate, 
A second affection may whisper in vain ; 

To the tree which the lightning hath struck to its &te. 
We ne'er look for blossom or beauty again. 

But as two gentle streams from the same fountain started, 
Of the rocks that divide them are heard to complain ; 

Which meet in the mead, but by mountains are parted. 
And at last in the main are united again. 

So hearts to whom Love the same feelings hath given, 
And Fortune as fiercely hath severed in twain ; 

E'en Death's barrier may scorn, and while Faith points 
to Heav*n, 
In Eternity's ocean immingle again. 



OCCASIONAL PIECES. 101 



TO 



Why ask me if always my bosom will heave 

With the fervour and fondness it heaves for thee now ? 
If still I shall love thee when tiine shall bereave 

Thy lip of its crimson, thine eye of its glow ? 
Ah ! think not, dear girl, the affection of years 

Can perish the moment thy beauties decay ; 
The ivy clings closer the higher it rears. 

And music is softest heard melting away. 

Smoothest the river runs nearing the main. 

Sweetest when dying the scent of the rose ; 
And more glorious the sun in the eve of his reign, 

Then when in the blaze of his splendour he glows. 
Though passion may wake at a dark-rolling eye, 

Though rapture be found on a bosom of snow ; 
If the one beam deceit, from its glances we fly, 

If the other beat false — can it charm us ? — ah, no ! 
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From the orb mildly beaming, or floating in fire, 

Nor the tint of the cheek, fascination we borrow ; 
The spirit must light them or soon they expire, 

And what wins us to-day will but pall us to-morrow- 
But thee, lovely charmer, I ne*er shall forget. 

My sorrows beguiling, my pleasures adorning ; 
All suns may decline, but thou never shalt set. 

But sparkle at eve like the star of the morning ! 



ECCLESIASTES-CHAP. XIL 

" Bemember now thy Creator in the days of thy youth, while the eril 
days come not, nor the years draw nigh, when thou shalt say, ' I have no 
pleasure in them,' &c." 

Oh, youth ! while the sky of thy spirit is clear. 
Unsullied by crime, and unclouded by care ; 
While the ease of the heart beameth bright from the brow, 
Remember thy Maker, and worship Him now. 
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For the dark days of evil shall follow thee fast, 
And perils and pains o'er thy pilgrimage cast ; 
Thy vision shall fade, and thy vigour shall fail, 
And sorrows encompass, and sickness assail. 

Too soon shall thy breast in its bitterness mourn, 
As the days and the years undelighting return ; 
Like the tides of the ocean no quiet to know, 
Affections shall ebb, and afflictions shall flow : 

Ere the daughters of music no longer be heard. 
And restless thou rise at the voice of the bird ; 
Ere the grasshopper burdensome bendeth thee low, 
Or the almond tree shake its last leaves from thy brow ; 

Or the golden bowl burst, or the silvery string 
Snap in twain, or the pitcher be broke at the spring ; 
Or the wheel at the cistern, inactive and foul. 
The stream of existence refuseth to roll. 
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For man goeth forth to his final abode, 
Which the living shall tread, and the parted have trod ; 
Dust shall mingle with dust, and the spirit from earth 
Wing its way o'er the stars to the Grod of its birth. 



CHILDE HAROLD^S FABEWELL 

Farewell to thee, England, there once was an hour, ^ 

In the warm days of youth, I could call thee my 
home; 
But now I renounce thee, and rush from thy shore, 

For ever to quit thee, for ever to roam. 
Tom is each tie to my bosom that bound thee, 

Withered each hope that affection had known ; 
With feelings as wild as the waves that surround thee, 

I leave thee, and sigh for the days that are flown. 
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Yet, wherefore regret ? Will an eye in that isle 

Respond to my weeping with S3rinpathy*s tear ? 
Even Friendship is cold,— and with demon-like smile 

Shall Malice and Envy exult o'er my bier ? 
No : self-banished Byron, with each breast contending, 

Unblest and unwept shall his pilgrimage take, — 
Yet know that I scorn thee, harsh world, and unbending 

Thy tortures can stand, though each sinew should 
shake ! 



Farewell to thee, England ! fate tears us asunder, 

The last speU is broken, the magic is gone ; 
As swift as the lightning, as loud as the thunder, 

Roll, roll, ye dark billows, and hurry me on ! 
Roll, for my wishes your wildness inherit, 

Roar, for your madness like mine is forlorn ; 
All hours find you restless — and woe to my spirit, 

No calm can it know or at midnight or morn ! 
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ENIGMA. 

The land of the West is the land I love best, 

Though the South half my presence may claiiti : 
0*er the wind and the wave I hold principal swa}^ 
Yet though ever the first on the watery way, 
The ocean disowneth my name. 

On that golden morn when Creation was bom, 
When the Stars in the firmament sang, 

I mixed in the swell of the heavenly host. 

And if in the gathering universe lost. 
The world with my harmony rang. 

From God's Eden of peace I soon pined for release, 

Where, sluggish, I followed his law ; 
When Eve stole the apple, a part of her form 
Nearly touched me — I shrunk back and hid in a worm. 

Though first in her breast to make war. 
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In the downfall of man I partook, and began 

From that moment to mould him a sword : 
In the rear of the Hebrew was faithfully found, 
The latest to bow and the foremost to wound, 
And the nearest to issue his word. 



Down the billows of time I descended sublime, 

Yet through ages my use was unknown ; 
Unconfounded in Babel, I still had my rise 
When that fragment of wickedness angered the skies. 
And I fell with its tower I must own. 



Many kinsmen have I, though I cannot tell why 

We should all stand on duty together ; 
All passions we paint from the young to the old, 
Roll in wealth, although four ran away with our gold, 
And, like Murphy, I *m clerk of the weather. 

Of Queen, Constitution, nor red Revolution, 
A friend, yet a gem in the Grown : 
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Though no Tory I still triiunph over the Whig, 
And Wason* without me would ne*er look as big, 
Nor ought but a son be his own. 

Though hostile to strife, I can yet rule a wife, 
And though backward can keep up a row ; 
Wine, Women, and Whiskey, Wit, Wisdom, and Worth, 
Can make me the merriest man upon earth, 
Yet I *m lowest the while of the low. 



I am well known in Town — nay, shall live in renown. 
When the mean and the mighty expire : 

I gave the proud title to Wellington's name ; 

Headed Waterloo ; Moscow defended in flame ; 
And can make your arm warm without Are. 

My historical chain is indefinite, vain 
Were the task all my virtues to tell : 



* Ci-derant candidate for Ipswich. 
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In the world I 'm supported bj friends stanch and strong, 
Ever stand in your way, yet to each way belong ; 
Though I help to make write I am all in the wrong, 
And, like Truth, shall be found in a well. 



THE FOESAKEN. 

Oh surely a wife is the crown of all pleasure, 

And children the gems which that jewel adorn ; 

While these are my own, from my life's laughing measure, 
I '11 pledge the poor maid that is lovely and lorn. 

Good God ! break in mercy the cloud that hangs o'er her, 
And lighten the load her fond memory has borne ; 

To man's infidelity never restore her. 

But whisper sweet truth to the lovely and lorn. 
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I knew her when form, face and eye would compel thee, 
To own her first flower of the Midsummer's morn ; 

She had wealth, and the youth that she worshipped, — 
ah ! teU me. 
Why mocked ye the maid that was lovely and lorn ? 

I knew her when mirth her changed cheek had forsaken, 
When her idol had fled and affections were torn ; 

She struggled to smile, hut that nerve was too shaken, 
Truth fell with the tear — she was lovely and lorn. 

Her hair is unhraided, her forehead, where glittered 
The diamond, doth now all its brilliancy scorn : 

** Here, take it," she cried, " e*en its name is embittered, 
Give it Her, who though lovely, like me is not lorn." 

The silvery veins, by the furnace invaded, 
More pure from their fiery ordeal return : 

Give me smiles though they tremble on lips that are faded, 
For the skies thou art ripening, thou lovely and lorn ! 
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STANZAS. 

My face was once as gay as thine, 
The rainbows in my sky as fair ; 

Earth held no happier heart than mine, 
Nor owned a joy I sighed to share. 



I struck the Lyre ! — its wild response 
Woke thoughts I never felt before, ; 

LoYE rushed upon my soul at once, 
And rules its fortunes evermore. 
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THE BETROSPECT OF YOUTH. 



« 



Eternity will not efface 

Those records deax of transport past." 

Bttrns. 



' T is the hour for departing — ^the sun hath descended — 

The wrecks of his glory are floating away ; 
More lovely they glow as more nearly are blended 

The shadows of eve with the last look of day : 
As the Exile who gazes with riveted eye, 

While the coast of his country recedes from his view ; 
Till, lost in dim distance, a soul-chilling sigh 

Bears back on the breezes his hopeless adieu ; 

So leave I the scenes where my infancy strayed. 

With the sunshine of freedom and happiness blest ; 

When my eye knew no weeping, my forehead no shade, 
And my heart, light as gossamer, danced in my breast : 
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Farewell to the Hill, from whose summit of green 
I saw my kite sail on the sea of the wind ; 

And longed with my joy in the clouds to be seen, — 
Ambition then left not a sorrow behind. 



By the side of yon willow that still loves to weep, 

Dear grotto, o*er thy desolation and mine, 
How oft have I watched, as they wantonly leap. 

The fish to ensnare on the silvery line : 
And when day's golden orb sunk to rest in the grove, 

And eve's sombre shade o'er the hemisphere rose, 
A mother's voice taught me, in accents of love, 

A prayer to my God ere I sunk to repose. 



Ah those were the moments of sterling delight, 

When the pulse bounded joyous in innocent play ; 

When life's merry morning succeeded a night, 

Whose dreams on the lark's airy wing flew away : 
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Scenes of my childhood ! long, long shall ye linger, 
Fresh, though afar, upon memory's view ; 

Life's lamp must be quenched ere oblivion's finger 
Dash out the dear records that bind me to you ! 



Like the shock of an earthquake when all was serene 

But a moment before — as the hurricane's blast 
Sudden tears up the forest, which, lately in green, 

Was kissed by each wandering zephyr that passed ; 
So stem is the contrast from childhood to man. 

So sudden the bubble, delusion, is burst : 
Reality closes the life that began. 

By fancy and folly alternately nurst. 
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MONODY ON JAMES BIRD, 

Author of " The Vale of Sladodex," " Dunwich," Arc. 

" It has occurred to me, as a consolatory thought, that men of merit 
should consider thus : — How hard would it he, if the same persons had 
both all the merit and all the prosperity ? Would not this be a miserable 
distribution for the poor dunces? Would men of merit exchange their 
intellectual superiority, and the^ enjoyments arising from it, for external 
distinction and the pleasures of wealth? If they would not, let them not 
envy others who are poor where they are rich, a compensation which is 
made to them. Let them look inwards and be satisfied ; recollecting with 
conscious pride, what Virgil finely says of the Corycius Senex, and which 
I have, in another place, with truth and sincerity applied to Mr. Burke : 

' Regum eequabat opes animis.' " 

Boswisll's " Life of Johnson." 

As the bright day-god, round his burning sphere, 
Pursues his blessing, but unblest career. 
And o'er the thankless nations showers the ray 
Which lights and animates the human way ; 
That golden, gladdening, creating flood, 
Source of all sensual, all ideal food ; 
E'en as unnoticed by the world below, 
Rises his matin, sinks his vesper glow, 

i2 
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Without one grateful hymn from mortal lips 

Till earth suspends his brilliance in eclipse ; 

Nor, till his splendid energies are veiled, 

With awe, with interest, or with wonder hailed ! 

Then flock the officious multitude to gaze. 

To murmur, censure, scan, reproach, or praise ; 

All folly's offspring to the scene must run ; 

And pour their first oblations to the sun ; 

Selfishly deprecate the extinguished fire 

Of him, whom shining, they forbore to admire. 

Such cold neglect meets Genius from ihe great, 

Whose admiration ever comes too late : 

Whose eyes, though gladdened by a local sun ; 

Whose^heads, though 'lumined ere its course was run ; 

Whose hearts, though warmed beneath its liberal ray. 

Which beamed on all as boundless as the day ; 

Whose spirits, when that orb resigned its flight, 

Amid the social sphere to cast its light. 

Would hail its flash of wit, and, dazzled, own. 

The more condensed, more brilliantly it shone ; 
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Then, when the full meridian of his powers 

Charmed, chased, or cheered their merry midnight hours ; 

No noble grasped in gratitude his worth, 

Or grasped it only round the bowl of mirth : 

Oh ! who laments not that all times afford 

A paltry Chesterfield in many a Lord ! 

m 

Patrons, who slight the living genius here. 

And that denied his board, pour on his bier ; 

Vampires, who glory in the falcon's flight. 

Feast on its prey, then starve it in their sight ! 

Ill-fated Genius ! why to thee were given 

Those sparks which fly, but seldom lead, to heaven ; 

Dazzling mankind with all the comet's light, 

Yet leave their lord in worse than mental night ? 

Oh, 'twere a gift unenvied-, thus to bear 

A mind of beauty with a mound of care ; 

To hold a heart so tenderly alive 

To pain, to each dark change so sensitive. 

That what a rougher soul would hardly shake. 

Thine with a thousand agonies should break ! 
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Ill-fated Genius ! thrice happy they 

Who never felt the fulness of thy ray ; 

Whose stream of life by thee unruffled glides, 

Fanned by fair hopes, refreshed by constant tides : 

No hope hast thou unchastened by a fear, 

And rocks and shoals bewilder thy career. 

I blame not those, whose tribute of regard 

Soothed the last days of the declining bard ; 

No ! Heaven forbid the pleasing proofs that arCf 

One doubt shoidd darken, or one murmur mar ! 

I only mourn, no son of wealth or power 

His aid bestowed till life's eleventh hour ; 

That none would taste the spring till none could count 

One further gushing from its withered fount. 

Oh, had the poet in his earliest work 

Been fostered by a Rutland or a Burke, 

Those rays of promise sparkling o'er it now. 

Quickened, had spread like Mercy's beauteous bow. — 

Suffolk's prophetic fiat had averred, 

" Her Crabbe is onlyy what had been her Bird ! " 
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THE ASSOCIATIONS OF SCENERY, 

ENJOYED DURING A SUMMER EXCURSION FROM YORK, THROUGH THE 

WESTERN PARTS OF NOTTINGHAM. 



" Forsan et ht£c olim meminisse juvabit" 

YlKOIL. 

How soon the heart "from grave to gay" will change 

from place to place ! 
How soon *t will sink within itself, when fled each friendly 

face! 
The sun may shine, the scene may shift, and whirl the 

rapid wheel ; 
But with no eye to exchange the joy, oh, where 's the 

bliss to feel ! 



What if I tell thee all I Ve seen since last I met thy 

smile ; 
How awfully my passions rose within that wondrous pile,* 



• York Minster. 
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Which princely pride and priestly craft have reared 

* 

above the sod, 
And blent with human vanity the worship of their 
God? 



What if the voice thou oft.hast heard, hath blown through 

Ulphus* horn, * 
Till startled spirits cursed the blast that through the 

aisles was borne ? 
What, if I *ve stood where Strafford sleeps more nobly 

than his king ? 
(Whose soul, if memory haunts the dead, in Windsor 

feels the sting.) 



• " It is of irory, the brim decorated with figures of wild beasts, and 
encircled with a rim of silver gilt. Ulphus, the son of Toraldus, governed 
in the west parts of Deira, and by reason of a difference likely to happen 
between his two sons about his lordships, when he was dead, presently 
took this course to make them equal ;j|Without delay he went to York, and 
taking with him the horn wherein he was wont to drink, he fiUed it with 
wine, and kneeling upon his knees before the altar, bestowed upon God 
and the blessed St. Peter, all his lands, tenements, dec." 
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What interest to thee, to know IVe sat within the 

chair,* 
Where many a royal brow received the weight of 

splendid care? 
Those kings have passed, that chair still stands, more 

tough than mortal clay, 
And other mummies in it sit, and vainer fools than 

they. 



Yet if I win thine ear, love, I 'U lead thee on 

with me. 
From yonder glory of the north, through fairy scenery. 
To Sherwood, where stout Robin Hood shall start on 

Fancy's ken, 
With Scarlette, Mutch, and Little John, and all their 

merry men. 



♦ In this chair several of the Saxon kings were crowned ; it was used 
at the coronation of Richard III., and James I. 
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I 'm in the region of romance, and all my soul's on fire. 
To view the spot, once charmed by him, the Wizard of 

the Lyre : 
See o'er the Abbey's battlements how clust'ring ivy 

clings ! 
There, Newstead owns her banished Lord, and there his 

spirit sings. 

He breathes in canvass from the walls, and points me to 

the cup, 
** Fill up, thou canst not injure me," the spectral bowl 

fill up! 
Though Sussex glares in courtly robes, 'mid faces fair 

and free, 
HE shines, the eclipsing star of all that '* goodly com- 

panic." 

Oh might I live to hail that dawn, and come it will 

from heaven, 
And God himself inspire the strain to mortal minstrels 

given ; 
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When, free from feverish caprice, and misanthropic 

spleen, 
The bard shall renovate mankind as spring renews the 

scene. • 

Fair Annesley rises on the west, as warmly as she glowed, 
When Byron first within her groves before his Mary 

bowed ! 
His, did I say ? another wooed and won that maiden's 

troth ; 
It sapped one heart, and one it seared, and desolated 

both! 



Here was the fountain oped of all the torrents and the 

tears. 
Which foamed in pride, or wept in woe, through 

agonizing years : 
Here were the passions bom, which gave to Harold all 

his gloom, 
Which soured the Giaour, and Lara stained, and 

darkened Conrad's tomb. 
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My guide and I now thread the wood* where the famed 

Outlaw strayed, 
And gaily plundered priest or squire who dared to 

pievce its shade — 
What sound of revelry is that ? Are Sherwood's bandits 

near? 
No — Mansfield's bells are ringing, and its Miller's laugh 

I hear ! 



Scenes of the golden days of Merry England, hail ! 
You charmed my fancy when a boy, nor does your 

interest fail ; 
Though now I 've seen what then was only visioned in 

my brain. 
The fancy was so like the fact, I '11 dream you o'er again ! 



* The Thieves' Wood, through which*there is a; foo^ath from New- 
stead to Mansfield. 
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ON KEVISITING 



Yes — Time shall sever all the love 
Which human hearts have known ; 

Some who its fruits have lived to prove, 
Some buds but freshly blown ! 

Oh God ! I sicken at the thought, 

That forms with hope and health so fraught 
So soon to dust go down ! 

But yesterday I trod the scene 
Where my first summers flew : 

But fourteen years ago — ^how green 
Were then each heart and hue ! 

Cold now those hearts — gone was the grace 

Of friendly eyes — and Nature's face 
The only face I knew. 
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I left that mother but a girl, 
A fair and happy thing ; 

Whose only thought was then to whirl 
Round Pleasure's rosy ring: 

Her thrilling eye that upward threw 

Its orb to greet its kindred blue, 
Is paled by pondering. 

Those prattling cherubs on her knee, 
Her eye's soft liquid gem, 

For clustering buds of infancy 
That sap the parent stem. 

Perchance hath wept its sapphire pale, 

Yet mirrored in their orbs, may hail 
Its tint transferred to them. 



The village churchyard, too, where slept 
The joys of bygone years — 

How like a child I there had wept 
Had ONE returned by tears ! 
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Her spirit had beheld me kneel, 
But no — I could not break the seal 
That closed my Mother's cares. 

I clomb the cliff — ^here rolled the flood, 
There — graves and silence spread ; 

And Nature shuddered while I stood 
Between the quick and dead ! . 

The snow fell fast — *twas not the snow, 

But loneliness that chilled my brow, 
And bowed my blighted head. 

And such is Life ! the child grows old. 

Strong manhood is unstnmg ; 
The seer soon seeks his kindred mould. 

Life's tale is quickly sung : 
And so with us — a few short years 
We *re far amid this Vale of Tears, 

^* As we had ne'er been young !" 
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TO THE MUSE. 

Welcome, once more, my banished Muse, 
I cannot live without thy spell ; 

Thou wilt forgive my vain adieus, 

For none hath loved me half so well. 



Companion of my lonely hour, 

My ever unobtrusive guest ; 
Without thee, riot charms no more. 
Repose, without thee, is not rest. 

«» 
Thy converse lost, oh, what to me 

The starry or the moonHt sky ! 

I gaze — but where 's the ecstasy, 

Those yearnings for the world on high ? 
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The rapture of the awakening roar 

Of elements, the tempest din, 
My energies excite no more, 

Till Thou first rouse the storm within. 

Then I can follow in the path 

Of whirlwinds ; and the forest rent 

Emblems my soul, which worldly wrath 
Hath often bruised but never bent. 



Not in austerity alone 

Thy mystic robe is round me spread ; 
I hear Thee when the blast hath flown, 

I feel Thee when the storm is dead. 



'Mid softer scenes, serener skies. 

Thy spirit sdll the landscape charms, 

Deepens the gold where Phoebus dies, 
His morning resurrection warms. 
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When Love on eager pinions flies 
To meet the Graces at the ball, 

Thy figure floats before my eyes, 

The lightest, loveliest nymph of all. 

Would music woo my willing ear, 

And all her daughters swell the song, 

For rapture if I bend to hear, 

First syren. Thou, of all the throng. 

The beauty-blushing canvass, where 
Divine and human grace we see : 

The animated marble, share 
Exalted interest from Thee. 



Enchantress, thy soft witchery 

I fear, unless he quench the flame. 
Will make thy youthful votary 
Fit consort for no mortal dame. 
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For who ne'er felt, can never pen 

How strange and harsh seems manhood's course 
To him, whose views of life and men 

Have sprung from Fancy's fabled source. 

That false yet flattering medium, 

Which paints, like a poetic sphere, . 

The cold world and its busy hum, 
The dull monotony felt here ! 

Yet though on thine harmonious strings 
The world's rude hand too often jars ; 

Though earthly prudence shears thy wings. 
Thy dreams though disappointment mars ; 

Though every year more sternly true 

To me thy inspiration spoken ; 
Though Thou hast altered every hue. 
And every bo3rish bubble broken ; 



132 OCCASIONAL PIECES. 

Yet, Charmer, yet with me remain, — 
And, purified from earthly leaven, 

Oh ! spiritualize my strain. 

And keep my musings nearer Heaven ! 



TO THE EVENING STAB. 

Sweet evening star ! the sight of Thee 

Wakes former thoughts and earlier sighs, 

When Love was all in all to me. 

Nor Thou more bright than Mart's eyes. 

I looked on Thee — I looked on Her,, 

Nor knew to which my heart was given ; 

But She was near, and Thou afar. 

So Earth the attraction won from Heaven. 
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MT TWENTY-SEVENTH BIETHDAT. 

The Persian will tell thee, my love, * 

** The remembrance of youth is a sigh ; " 

Its fulness this morning I prove, 
As I wake with a tear in my eye. 

Oh, where is the heart which once woke 
From slumber as light as its dreams ! 

Its peace is invaded and broke 

By manhood's tumultuous schemes. 

No need of a birthday to tell, 

I shall ne'er be again what I *ve been ; 
No need of another year's knell 

To snatch one more charm from the scene. 
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It may be that I still wear a smile, 

Gay as that which my infancy wore ; 

So the spark flashes forth from the pile 
Though the cause that first lit it is o'er. 

Yon sunbeam that peeps through the pane, 
Once was herald of joy for the day ; 

I now pine for his splendour in vain, 
And hailed a prohibited ray. 

How fair are God's creatures below ! 

How glorious their quickening orb ! 
I sicken as older I grow, 

That cares all their praise should absorb. 

Man rises, and bustles, and sleeps, 

Nature blossoms, matures, and decays ; 

No pleasure, no wisdom he reaps, 
He dies, and no homage he pays. 
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But glance at his brow, you may read 

How dissemblance is struggling with truth ; 

How cold calculations succeed 

To the fervour and frankness of youth. 

'Tis true that my spirit will break 

Through the clouds that o'ershade it in vain ; 
As the cork, overwhelmed by the lake, 

Elastic emerges again. 

'Tis true a fair fortune smiles o'er me, 

'T is true that the world hath been kind ; 

But though bright be her pathway before me, 
She hath yet left a brighter behind. 

I have health, and can combat with life, 

A boon which I dare not despise ; 
It may gladden a child and a wife. 

And here shall my gratitude rise. 
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There *8 the mirror that. imaged my face, 

Ere its twice seventh spring was complete ; 

Time's work there no longer I trace, 
It lies shivered in wrecks at my feet. 

Faithful glass ! since the hour I first knew thee, 
Give back every change of my brow ; 

I little expected to view thee 

Such cause of reflection as now ; 

Yet I e*en in thy atoms discover 

Morei kindness than friends can convey ; 

Fate snapped thee, youth's vanity over, 

That thou mightst not reflect me when grey. 

Though the sun laughs as cheerly as ever 
He woke the Sixth morning of June ; 

Though each songster more charmingly never 
Kept echo alive with his tune ; 
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Yet strange tlioughts come across me to-day, 

And stranger seem every year ; 
And I sigh to myself while I say — 

" Things are not, alas ! as they were !" 



TO A FRIEND ON HIS MAEEIAGE. 

Time has rolled on since your life's natal morning. 

And strewed o'er your pathway his thorns and his 
flowers ; 
Still may he roll, and as years are returning, 

More blest be your bosom, and brighter your hours ! 
If Friendship a name be, and Love but a jest, 

They 're the dearest of vanities mortals may know ; 
And the heart that hath never with either been blest. 

Like the flower of the desert may wither in woe. 
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The bloom of a Hebe, the grace of Apollo, 

The genius of happiness to woo have combined ; 
And where Beauty leads onward, why, Fortune should 
follow, 

And Care's crooked form be left distanced behind. 
Serene may the star of your destiny move. 

Far, far from your dwelling pale envy retire ; 
While cherubs bloom round you, sweet pledges of Love, 

The pets of the mother, and pride of the sire. 



A FEA6MENT. 

Sweet Memory still on the confines may linger 
Of Freedom, and point with her mellowing finger. 
To scenes which are further each hour from her cast, 
Yet grow dearer and fairer the longer they 're past. 
The billows yet break on thy circular strand. 
And, Brancaster, yet on thy summit I stand ; 
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Where far in the west as the vision can strain, 

Thy tower, Boston, rears cross the narrowing main ; 

On whose brow the wild Genius of Grandeiir might sit, 

And of ocean and earth mark each changeable fit ; 

See the madness of man, and the wrath of the wind, 

And the tempests that shatter the Main and the Mind. 

O ! language is weak, and can image but slow 

The thoughts that out-hurry the waves in their flow ; 

O ! painting is bounded, — nor gives on its green. 

The rapid rotation of scene after scene : 

But the canvass of Nature, though var3dng ever. 

In gay panorama from mountain to river. 

From river to forest, from forest to lake, 

Field, flower, fruit and foliage, valley and brake, 

Cliflf, billow, and cloud, — like the Genii of air 

Now hovering round you, now here, and now there, 

Bids Art her vain easel throw down in despair ! 

Such, such were the fancies that flashed through 
my mind, 
As each scene in its turn I was leaving behind. 
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* 

Our coach hurries on by the side of the Wash, 
So near, that its breakers in Winter might dash 
Within sound of your ear. On the left is the tower 
Where the " She- Wolf of France *** moaned for many 

an hour : 
The Castle of Rising ! though gaily its green 
Clasps its turrets, the stone shews the heart of its 

queen. 

* * « « « * 



Now Heaven and Earth bid each other good night. 
And silence and darkness to slumber invite 
That twilight of Mind, when all mellower seems. 
Reflected, refined through the mirror of dreams : 
How gaily the spirit then walks in those hours, 
Through gardens that offfer perennial flowers ! 
How eagerly plucks them, till slumber gives o*er, 
And the flowers and the gardens enchant us no more ! 

• Isabel, queen of Edward II., who, after the murder of her husband, 
was shut up here from 1880 till her decease in 1368. 
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The morning was up, and the summer sun rose 
With a garland of clouds round his fiery brows, 
To temper the blaze of his radiant eye. 
And let mortals gaze on his brilliancy : 
The morning was up, and oh ! blended too soon 
Its genial glow with the fervour of noon. 
Through the woods, o*er the chase, and along the wide lawn 
Our steps by our thoughts were unconsciously drawn : 
The stock-dove cooed o*er us, the ha3rmakers round, 
Tossed fragrance that was not confined to the ground. 
But rising above through the regions of air 
To heaven, spent its incense in gratitude there. 
Must I leave you, sweet scenes ? stay, thou bright herald, 

stay. 
Nor yet urge to the west the fleet coursers of day : — 
Oh pause, and look down on a world thou delightest. 
Which loveliest shines when thy smiles are the brightest ; 
Oh linger — as once upon Gibeon's height. 
Suspended thine orb, and delayed the dull night. — 
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Were it not for dear Nature, who always is fair, 
And wins me whatever the dress she may wear, 
How long should I brood o'er the friends left behind. 
Were she ever to cease from diverting my mind ! 
But as onward we wend on our varying ways. 
While Nature each moment new beauties displays. 
The heart, while such charmers as these intervene, 
Sighs a part of its sadness on every scene, 
Till lighter it beats from such soothing relief. 
Beguiled of the weariest weight of its grief. — 
All thanks to the God who this fair world bestows 
(If a bane, yet rn antidote still for its woes). 
Like the mouldering cone of the transient worm. 
Ere its bursi s into light in the butterfly's form ; 
Like the body which dead in cold ashes must be 
To attest its sublime immortality ; 
So though earth and its destinies sometimes oppress. 
Earth offers her beauties those ills to redress ; 
And the joys she cuts short in such mercy are ta'en, 
'T were thankless to spurn at the few which 
remain. — 
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Thus musing, the moralist went, till the noon 
Of the night was illumed by the beautiful moon. — 
All cloudless she smiled o*er that classical town, 
And on Granta*s still shades looked benignantly down 
She sees her own image reflected below, 
Where Cam and his Naiads in company flow ; 
While umbered more deep and more dim in the stream, 
Inverted her turrets and colleges seem. — 
The Fairies are out — each aerial sprite 
In the green woods is keeping the Midsummer Night, 
And wondering that mortals can slumber, while they 
Prefer the mild moonlight to gaudier day. — 
So silent — ^by fancy 'twere fondly believed 
That such was the eve when the poet conceived 
His elegy — bearing such impress of truth. 
It has stirred the best feelings of age and of youth : 
The churchyard of Maddingly ! * dear to his muse, 
With its ** tall rugged elms,*' and its shadowy yews, 



* The seat formerly of Sir C. Cotton, near Cambridge, where this 
Elegy w (with great appearance of probability) said to haive heen in a great 
measure composed, 
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Where around may be seen ''many a mouldering heap :" 
Oh, Gray! with those "forefathers'* sweet be thy sleep! 



But away, foolish fancy ! from infancy's hour, 

O'er me thou 'st exerted too much of thy power. 

Away, foolish fancy ! for now as a boy 

Thy airy-built towers, fact is sure to destroy ; 

For ever the fate I of Sophocles share 

And paint things as they ought to be, not as they are ; * 

For ever imagine, and live in the scene 

Of my thoughts, and too much slight the world and its 

men: 
I must now the delusion dispel — and from hence 
Date my date of conversion from folly to sense. 
Last of the lays of " lang syne ! " your sweet spell 
I must break, and here bid you a lasting farewell : 



* 2o^oicA^f e^>7f auro; Atev oiov^ Set voteiv^ "Evptiriirj^ He, oioi eltrt. 

AMSTOTX.S. 
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For varied so strangely from truth is his course 

Whose notions of life spring from Castaly's source, 

That keen disappointment hefore him is set, 

And behind he broods o'er unavailing regret : 

Farewell then. Enchantress, one kiss from thy lips 

Ere the lamp of devotion shall fade in eclipse ; 

Ere my own shall for ever be mute, nor awake 

One* song of the past e'en for Memory's sake ; 

One kiss then, my Muse, such as mothers' would give 

To a favourite child, who no longer must live 

By her side ; such as thou couldst bestow on a son. 

Who, had Fate been more kind, might one laurel have won 

For his brows, which, alas ! must now leafless descend 

To the tomb, with inglorious ashes to blend. 



TlAMglLATIKDM 



TEAMS LATH OH 



THE COPEBNICAN SYSTEM. 



FBOM THB FBBNCH OF MALFILATSE. 



The heavens surround me man has said ; for me 
They roll alone in sweet variety : 
Nature has crowned me monarch of the stars, 
That o'er me ride upon their radiant cars : 
For me the sun first tints the eastern sky, 
For me declines in parting majesty ; 
And I. a king, view earth upon its base, 
In the world's centre standing motionless. 
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Proud mortal cease ; banish these phantoms hence ! 
Glance at thyself, what insignificance ! 
Say who are We, weak atoms, thus to rise 
By pride and arrogance to rule t)ie skies ? 
Senseless we talk like masters — we — who down 
This ocean of created beings float unknown 
As bubbles : we, whom an impending fate 
Threatens each moment to annihilate ; 
We, whose existence as a shade is seen,' 
Another glance-— vanished — as nought had been. 



But what immortal routes before my gaze 

Enraptured now Urania displays ! 

Sweet goddess, is it thou who callest me, 

To the bright vaults of heaven ? — I follow thee ! — 

My soul enlarged, upon a daring wing 

Soaring, hath left the bounds of earth, — I spring 

Aloft ; and, guided by thy torch, behold 

The temple where the stores of nature are enrolled. 



juL 



^>^ 
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Great God ! what scenes sublime confound my soul ! 

What fires along the vast expansion roll ! 

My dazzled senses in confusion reel — 

Where am I ? — ^what unfathomed miracle 

Hath changed the laws of heaven ? I contemplate 

Afar, revolving in majestic state, 

The mighty universe, and in the space 

Which it encompasses, my eye can trace 

Orbs in their track returning ; westward borne 

By an eternal motion, still they turn 

In viewless circles round the blue immense ! 

What secret force, what deep intelligence, 

Directs each orb by undiscovered springs ? 

Is it the Sun this circulation flings 

Around them ? — is the powerful genius He 

That breathes through all this hidden harmony ? 



Centred in the vast fluid which the Unknown 
Poured in the empty void, he, he alone 
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Moves the amazing system — ceaselessly 

Round his own mighty axis whirling, he 

Bears onward, balances, and presses all 

Surrounding ether, and each wandering ball : 

Incessantly opposing currents swell, . 

And back to him the floating mass repel. 

Thus, within destined bounds, in order fly 

Venus and Mercury around the sky ; 

Earth foUows ; Mars less swift, with gloomy air. 

Guards the slow steps of tardy Jupiter ; 

His sire, the ancient Saturn, scarce afar 

On ether's frozen edge rolls his nocturnal car. 



Our sphere, dense mass, gifts of the Sun requires, 

Deep through its bosom dart his vigorous fires ; 

The airy-footed hours the day surveys. 

Bringing each hemisphere before his blaze : 

And journe3ring through the twelve-fold signs the year. 

Sheds flowers and harvests through his glad career ! 



^1 
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Soul of encircling stars, bail sacred Sun ! 
Unfading image of the Eternal One ! 
Hail glowing luminary ! fruitful source ! 
Announce thy God, as in their circling course 
The globes obey thee ! reign, in glory reign 
O'er thy Creator's heaven, and earth, and main ! 
Triumph ! exult ! and till expiring time 
In thine own splendour mirror the Sublime ! ! 
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EIS TO •'EAP. 

'Avoxpeov. 

\apiT€g poia fipvovaiv, 
c^e, TTios KVfxa da\a<T(Ftjq 
airdKvverai fyaXijvi]. 
c^e, trag vrj<r<ra KoXvfJifiq, 
i^e, TT^g 'yepavoq ooievei. 
a<p€\Zg y eXafxyjre Tiray, 
v€<f>e\(ov (TKiai hovovvrai, 
ra PpoTtav d* eXa/jLyjrev €p^a. 
Kapirog eXaias trpoKinrrei. 
fipofjLiov trreKfyerai vafjui. 
Kara <l>vWov, Kara KXc^va^ 
KodeXtav i]vdi](r€ Kapiroq, 
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TO THE SPEIN6. 

LINB FOB LINE TBAN8LATI0N 

See how young Spring ber face discloses ! 
The Graces round her scattering roses. 
See how the billow of the ocean 
Sinks into serener motion ! 
See down the stream the drake is bending ! 
See how the cranes are homeward wending ! 
Warmer grown, the beams of Titan 
Of shifting clouds the shadows frighten, 
And all the works of mortals brighten. 
The embryo olive 's shooting quicker ; 
Crowned, O Bacchus ! is thy liquor ; 
On every branch's leafy bosom 
Swells the fruit-foretelling blossom. 
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TO THE 6RASSH0PPEB. 

Amacsbon, Ode XLIII. 

Hail thou merry little elf! 
Ten times happier than myself : 
Perched on Jove's celestial tree, 
Leaves thy royal canopy, 
Quaffing dew as kings their wine, 
More than monarch's ease is thine. 
HiUs and vallies, woods and plains. 
Thine obedient domains : 
Every season yields to thee 
Never ending novelty. 
Thou canst from thy lofty throne 
See the radiant Spring come on ; 
Frolic Sunmier following after, 
Stretching vernal smiles to laughter ; 
Autumn, almost mad with mirth, 
Shaking all his fruits to earth, 



TRANSLATIONS. 157 

Daring Winter to his beard, 
For his coming well prepared. 
Friend of rustics ! thou mayst go 
Unmolested to and fro : 
Harbinger of harvest cheer, 
Sweetest Prophet of the year. 
Loved by mortals and the muses, 
Loved — not Phoebus self refuses 
To attune to Thee his lyre, 
And thy chirping voice inspire. 
Old age, with his gout and cough, 
With thy coat thou shiftest off. 
Child of wisdom ! child of mirth ! 
Earthbom, yet above the earth ; 
Void of blood, from passion free, 
Thou 'rt a little Deity ! 



158 OCCASIONAL PIECES. 



CHARACTER OF CJISAR. 

" Sed non in Ceesaze tantum 
Nomen erat nee fama duels." 

Lucan's *' Fharsalia.' 

When Caesar first against his country rose. 
In civil strife her Freedom to oppose, 
His military fame unequal stood 
With that of Pompey, valiant, wise, and good.- 
But rashness won what yet renown denied, 
Experience by ambition was supplied, 
And every failing found support in pride. — 
Insatiate, restless, fierce and unappalled, 
Eager he rushed where hope or anger called ; 
Wise, patient, persevering, brave, — all shame 
To him seemed centered in a coward's name ; 
Glorying in conquest, it to him was nought 
If for protection or for power he fought. 
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He courted Fortune, and whate'er between 
Himself and empire dared to intervene, 
Resistless down he bore, nor paused to force 
Through blood and ruin his destructive course : 
Nor sheathed his thirsty sword until he saw 
His country prostrate, and himself give law. 

As through the clouds the thunderbolt is hurled 
With crash of heaven, and shock of nether world ; 
So on the rights of Rome his wrath came down, 
His arm the thunder, and his heart the stone ! 
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